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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 

[ NOTE: any mention of metallica will not come into part 2 of this 4 part story. it |S completed, so work on Out 
of our Minds will still be happening. this is a test to see how people handle the universe that my oc's are in, 
(welcoming vienna treskow again, but redeveloped and put into a better environment, because, let's face it, axl's 
fantastic but he's not good for her, and yes, i'm referencing Glass Roses back on my old account) and this 
universe's version of metallica band members (trust me, the sequel gets fucked so you really have to be 
prepared and shit) END NOTE ] 

hil tm gonna upload a few chapters of this each time they're done. the story is written, but i'm going through 
and rewriting/editing each chapter, since a lot of this was written just past halfway through the year, and i've 
noticed many flaws. i really hope you enjoy this story, and please please please let me know what you think of 
it. i have a few chapters that are being uploaded straight away, but ye. the introduction to each part will be a 
chapter too, so that's why its required i bulk upload things. 


‘Life is lke a permanent limp dick, with the occasional blowjob" 


-- Lars Ulrich 
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If there was anything that could be said, it was that heroin was singlehandedly one of the most monumental 
mistakes of my fucking life, yet here | was, shooting up every second of everyday and trying to get that fix 


needed just to make sure | didn't have a full blown panic attack or something. 
But now? Hal | was feeling everything go downhill, yet somehow, l'm calm. 


| kinda figured to myself that this was gonna come soon, but you know, I'd never quite expected to be so calm 


while | fucking died. 


I'm laying on my back, staring up at the ceiling fan as it whirs around and around and it rocks back and forth 
haphazardly. You know, it used to worry me, that fan, but not so much anymore. I'm used to it, and you know, 


it kinda keeps me calm now. You just gotta follow it with your eyes, and its rather therapeutic. 


When | look up, | feel like my eyes can burn right through that decrepit drywall ceiling that's above me, and 
it's kinda funny really. My gaze is just too hard for a guy like me. A fun loving guy like me, or, | used to be. 


| lift a hand and bring it to my field of vision, and my wrist is skinny, and my fingers are long and thin. They'd 
always been like that, you know, but with how fucking pale | am, and that yellowy tinge to my skin, they look 
kinda unhealthy, and | guess you can say ‘frail', too, if you want. It's funny what you notice when you really 
start to pay attention 

| take the time to glance over at the table by my bed. The needle sits there, and all of that gorgeous murky 
brown liquid previously stored inside is drained, leaving nothing but the residue coating its container. The vial | 


used is nowhere to be found, but to be honest, | really can't be fucked getting up and looking for it. 


Right now, I'm thinking of all this stuff, all that I'm doing, just, keeping track. But I'm also thinking about what 


the point to going on anymore is. | feel more tired by the minute. It won't be long now. 
But really, Ive done nothing right for myself at all 

Now.. That's a lie. There were a few things I'd done. 

A few 


| mean, I'd fallen in love, | guess. And | didn't really realise until it was too late but | suppose I'd always kind of 


known, since i was a boy. But I'd long since hurt that person more than | could ever dream.. 


That fucking amazing person.. 


| didn't want tol It just sort of.. Happened 

It was indirect. 

But really, my whole existence had hurt people, from day fucking one, and as | lay here, mulling all this shit 
over, | wait impatiently to fall asleep, like | had done last time. But this time, | knew there'd be no-one to 


wrench me out of this and save me. But then again, do | even want to be saved? 


Not really. | mean, I've never really been suicidal or anything, but what am |, a dead shit junkie, ever going to 


contribute? You could say the music I'd been making, but really, in the long run, nothing. 
Nothing at all 
So soon, | let my eyelids flutter shut, and | knew it was coming. 


The world was rid of another worthless junkie, and right before | decided to accept my fate, | sat and thought 


about how much of a favour | was doing everyone. 


And then, | forgot how to breathe. 
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Chapter One 


PART ONE: ANDREW 


"Youre a good boy Anton, arent you? Your mommy's good little boy.. | love you. Shh, shh, its okay.. Be quiet.. 
Whats that? You can hear Masha crying? No, no, ignore that.. Focus on me.. | love you Anton, | love you." 
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Ruming Where was he even going? Running Anywhere. Running He just had to get away. He had to get away 
from them, from her, so anywhere that this bus was going was good enough for him. Really, there was 
absolutely no way that he was ever going back there.. But still.. 


He'd left his sisters, Petra Masha and Annie, behind. He couldn't believe he'd done that, but really, Masha had 
left him with little choice. She basically told him that he was their only hope, and that she'd look after their 


sisters. 
Oh God.. Just.. God help them. 


The people he was running from, were both despicable, disgusting, messed up. They needed to be locked up, and 
locked up very, very far away from him and his siblings. 


Anton Yurkovich sat on this bus, and watched through the window as the scenery passed him by, and he 
desperately tried to think of something else. But what could he think of, when all he could focus on was the 
welfare of him and his sisters? He couldn't save them.. How could he? If he got tracked down, they'd probably 
kill him.. Or worse, but then again, worse things than murder had already happened to him. If he was leading all 


his sisters, they'd be killed too. So they had to be left behind. 
The young boy prayed to God that he was doing the right thing, because if he wasn't.. 


He had little time to think about this, as soon, he spotted a city, and he waited as the bus inevitably drew 


nearer, passing over the red bridge that this place was known for, yet he had no idea. 


When he got to the city, he didn't know what to expect. Was it immediate salvation? He had no idea. For some 
reason, instead of just staying on that bus and passing through, he felt compelled to get off and walk around. 
He felt compelled to stay here, this 14 year old boy, so that's what he did. 


He slung his bags onto his back and thanked the driver, climbing off of the vehicle and looking around, before 
he eventually began to walk down the street. 


He didn't have much money, as he'd spent a lot on bus fees, but he did have enough money for a few sizable 


meals, from a cheap fast food store, so he walked to the first fish and chip shop he saw and ordered a really 


large hamper of chips, with some battered trout on the side. 
He wanted to make it last as long as he could, so he had gotten a lot of it. 


As Anton walked along the pavement, he dodged the residents of the city as they passed him by, and he began 
thinking about what he was going to do, where he would stay, how he would live, and what if they found him. 


This cycle of thinking was interrupted by a passerby, who Anton knocked into. 


Nearly dropping his parcel of food, he scrambled to his feet and looked to the obviously irritated male, and 
Anton apologised profusely, before continuing walking down the street. 


He figured it was important to work out where he was, as if the bridge wasn't enough of a clue, but then 
again, Anton had never really had a formal education, and hadn't been born in America anyway, so he hadn't 


really concentrated on the geography on the place. 


He looked around, spotting a man holding a tabloid by a newspaper stand, and Anton approached him, squinting 
to read the print at the top. 


‘The San Francisco Bay Guardian’ 
Huh, so he was in good old San Fran.. 
Anton had come all the way from New Orleans, and had never left since they moved to America. 


He truly was glad he had the brains to catch the bus, but more importantly, he was glad he had the funds to 
catch the bus. They couldn't find him now. 


He was originally saving up for a long board, but honestly, who needed a material possession when you were 


trying to escape for your life? 
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He'd been in San Francisco for a week, a feat for the 14 year old, but honestly, he had no idea what he was 
doing. Anton had spent some of his money on a gym membership, so that he could use the free showers and 
toilets there, and he even found a soup kitchen, and had decided to get regular meals there. 


At first they questioned him as to why he wasn't with his parents, but his refusal to answer anything apart 
from ‘It was dangerous’, proved to the other patrons and helpers that maybe it wasn't a good idea to kick this 
boy out. They had offered to call foster care, but Anton had made up a white lie that he was finding someone 


who could look after him in San Francisco, and that he wouldn't be homeless for long. 


But really, he had nowhere to go. 


He had nothing. 


Here he was, running from these two horrible people, but what if they put a search warrant out for him? 
Shit, he'd need a new name, wouldn't he? He'd thought about that a few times on the buses, but it had only 
really hit him, when he'd walked by a police station and saw the sign out front stating all the missing people. He 
looked for his own face, before he realised that they would only have San Franciscan locals on there, and he 
wasn't a local. He'd had the last name ‘Greene’, for a while. He never really understood why he had thrown 


another ‘e' onto it, but it worked, and he liked it. 
He was digging through a dumpster, noticing something that didn’t look particularly used or damaged, and had 
tried to pull it out. It seemed to a be a jumper of some sort, or a blanket. He couldn't tell. But Anton thought 


it would be useful anyway, and so had climbed in to pull it out. 


It was when he heard another child's voice drawing nearer and nearer to where he hid that Anton grew 


curious. 
"Mom, can we go to the music shop when we're done? They have the coolest basses and Bobby said he wants 
to help me with learning. He's way better than me." The child murmured, tossing a rubbish back over and 


Anton winced as it landed on him, a can inside hitting his head. 


The other child stopped talker, and Anton heard him closer, until he (as they were evidently a boy) poked his 


head over the rim of dumpster. 


He'd had to have climbed onto the stacked up boxes by the dumpster, to be able to see over. Anton was tall, 
so he could just climb in, but not many kids reached his height. 


"Mom! There's some kind in our trash!" The strange boy called, and Anton heard a woman's sigh. 
"Well, get them out William! They might need help!" 
And finally, the boy was talking to Anton 


"Uh.. Can you get out of the dumpster, please?" The boy named William asked, and Anton had to oblige now. He 
really didn't want to be a pest. 


So he crawled out, and when his eyes rested on the boy before him, for some reason, he felt butterflies. 


He was lanky and thin but he just had this air about him. His rich, brown but almost black hair was hanging 


just at his shoulders, and his warm eyes stared at him with a slightly worried expression on his face. 


The woman approached him, resting on her knees as her hands placed themselves on Anton's shoulders. 


"So, what were you doing in there sweetie?" She asked, her voice so sweet it Anton didn't know what to do, and 


so he just stood there, silent and absolutely stunned, before he suddenly fell to his knees and he cried. 


When he finally stopped crying, the woman looked at him with a truly pained expression, his tiny whimpers 


causing anyone's heart to hurt, and she pulled him close to her. 

‘Oh darling." She crooned, and at first, Anton wanted to push her away, because, to be honest, his own mother 
had been absolutely horrible to him and it took him so long to realise, but now, he didn't trust many women. 
He didn't trust many men either, but his mother was a woman and had affected him more than his step- 
father, who had hurt his sisters. There was something about the love and care that was shown in this 


embrace, however, that kept him still. 


"How about you come inside and we'll talk about it.. You can get cleaned up too and we can give you something 


to eat, huh? You must be starved." The woman sighed, and Anton shrugged a little awkwardly. 

"Soup kitchen." He mumbled, and her eyes widened 

"Just how long have you been on your own?" She asked, and he shrugged again 

"A-A week here... Longer... New Orleans.. Buses." He managed to choke out, sniffing as he wiped his eyes. 
She turned to her son 

"Bill, how about you take." She looked to Anton. "What's your name, sweetie?" 

Anton swallowed nervously, 


"Um... l-l.. My name's A-Anton Y-Yurkov-vich.. But | really.. It's not safe.. A-And.. | don't want to be.. That 


name." Was all he could manage, and the woman nodded in understanding. 


"Okay. How about, Bill, you take our guest here into the apartment, and I'll be there in just a moment. | have 


to call someone. We can go out later, okay?" She told her son, and Bill nodded. 


"Also," The woman started, looking to Anton. "My name's Paula. Paula Finch. This is William, as you've probably 
gathered, but we call him ‘Bill." 


Anton nodded. 
Bill took the other boy's shaking hand, guiding him inside as he watched him carefully. 


"We'll find you a new name.." Bill sighed, but Anton just stayed silent. "Hey, | could just call you ‘Shithead! if you 
prefer." He offered, and Anton couldn't help but laugh. 


"Id rather you not" He chuckled, his only slightly accented voice poking through just a little. 
"Where are you from?" Bill asked, and Anton figured he mustve picked up on it 

New Orleans" He mumbled simply, and Bill hummed, but didn't push it 

A moment of silence passed between them, before Anton looked over. 

"Actually, Im from Russia. But I've lived in New Orleans" He explained, and Bill nodded 

As the two got into the elevator, and it made its ascent, Bill cocked his head a little 

"How old are you?" He asked 

"14" Anton replied 

"Oh," Bill started. "Im 13 He told the other, and Anton nodded his head 

Bil led the way to the apartment his mother and he shared, and let Anton inside, smiling lightly. 
"Here you are.. Make yourself at home" 


Anton smiled back, looking around with curiosity at the apartment that was much nicer than his house could 


ever be and this place was fairly standard, to be honest. 

"You mean, | can stay here?" He asked, and Bill shrugged. 

"Mom's definitely not gonna want you on the streets, so | guess she'll look after you as long as she can. Hey, if 
you ever stay here permanently, you might be able to come to school with mel" He joked, grinning, and Anton 
couldn't help but let the smile tug wider at the corners of his lips at the thought. 

School.. 


He'd been homeschooled, but he never really got taught anything. It was all just a distraction so everyone 


would leave him and his family alone and wouldn't ask where his bruises came from. 


I'm gonna have a shower, but hey, if you're looking for a name." Bill began, and Anton's attention was grabbed 
again. "You look a little like an ‘Andrew’. | don't know.. ‘Anton’, ‘Andrew... It works." He said with a soft smile, 
before he moved off to his room, to grab his clothes and a towel, and then he stood out to walk to the 
bathroom, locking the door behind him. 


Anton thought on that. 


“Andrew Greene’.." He mumbled to himself, the sound of running water soon heard. 
"My name is Andrew Greene." 
And it clicked, just like that. 
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Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
i promise the met stuff is coming, really. ^ 


"Andy" 
"Psst. Andy! 
"Andrew!" 

"Come on, answer mel" 


Bill had been sitting on his bed watching the other for some time, calling his name, but still, Andrew remained 


unresponsive. 


"Andy.. Come on.. Fucking answer me you prick." He mumbled, climbing off of his bed and up onto the taller 


male's. 
He nosed Andrew's cheek, before poking him, getting more and more persistent with each prod 
Not long after, Andrew finally spoke. 

"What the fuck do you want Bill?" He asked in a voice just above a mutter, and Bill frowned 


Its your birthday. Stop moping.. Mom bought you cake, she got you heaps of presents.. Come on.. You're lb 
Andy!" 


That was right. Andrew had been living with Bill since he was 14. What happened, was eventually, Bill told Paula 
Finch everything. From the very beginning. His life growing up.. What happened to him.. She decided then and 
there that he couldn't go back to them. They battled for his custody. Bill and Paula Finch fought as hard as 
they could to get Bill to live with him. Even Paula's boyfriend made a few calls here and there to see if it was 
possible. 


All of Andrew's other relatives lived in Russia, and after a strenuous battle with the Yurkovich-Matthews (as 
was his stepfather's surname) family, the courts deemed Andrew's mother and step father unsuitable to raise 
the girls and Andrew, or ‘Anton’ as he was referred to in court. They were dangerous. The girls were put into 


foster care and Andrew got to stay with Bill and Paula, something that he was especially glad for. 


Sometimes he'd wake up in a cold sweat from the memories of what he went through. It was.. He was so, so 


glad that he would never have to go through that again. They were in prison 

Now, Andrew was hopefully safe. Hopefully okay. 

So yes, it was his loth birthday, but for some reason, he just felt. Out of it 

"Andy, come on. I've got something for you" Bill sighed, and Andrew looked at him curiously, 


"What is it Bill.?" He asked, and the other grinned, digging into his jacket pockets and procuring two thin, 


rectangular slips of paper. 
"Black Sabbath tickets!" He exclaimed, and Andrew laughed. 
"You're such a fucking idiot Billl" The taller of the two sighed as he stood up, pacing the room. 


"I know, but like, that's what you get when you move in with me and decide to spend your life here!" Bill 
cheered, and Andrew shook his head. 


"So, when does this concert start, Bill?" Andrew asked, glancing over at the male and feeling his heart skip a 


beat a little. Huh. Strange.. 


Bill sat there on Andrew's bed, one leg bent but sitting up, the other straightened out against the surface he 


lay on. 


His left hand rested on his stomach whilst his right wound its way through the extremely dark, almost natural 
black, brown hair, which was ragged, and hung past his shoulders, reminiscent of how Bill's hair had been when 


they first met. 


A tiny plait protruded from the main mass of his tresses, hanging by his shoulder as well. Bill almost always 
had a braid or plait or something of similar description in his hair. He said he liked to wind ribbons around it 


sometimes, other times it was because ‘it looked like something a pirate would have, and pirates are cool’. 


His nut brown eyes were piercing, playful, mischievous, complemented his tan skin nicely. Bill's birth father was 
an Englishman, hence where ‘Finch' came from, an Anglo-Saxon name. Paula was from Portugal, originally, but 


her father was a white man as well. 


Bill was lean and thin, but had a power stance that could slay you. He played bass and had since he was about 
IO years of age. Power stances came naturally to him, but he only really did it in jest. 


His lips were plump and soft, but almost always curled into a smirk, which made Andrew feel a little strange.. 
He really, really liked the way Bill looked when he smirked. The misconduct and playfulness of the expression 
stirred something deep in the pit of Andrew's stomach. 


Bill was handsome, that was for sure. Handsome for a I5 year old anyway. 
He didn't answer Andrew's question of when the question was at first, so Andy prompted him. 
"When does it start?" He repeated, and Bill shook his head. 


Ohl In like, 40 minutes, half an hour.. Give or take." He mused nonchalantly, and Andrew stood up abruptly, 
seething. 


‘Jesus Christ Billl Fuck! Don't you think you could've told me this earlier today?!" He cried, and Bill shrugged. 
"| wanted it to be a surprise." 


"You got a surprise alright! Fff-- | just, Fuck Billl How -- How did you even get these tickets, huh?!" Andrew 


exclaimed, and Bill shrugged once more. 
"From... You know.. Around." He trailed off, and Andrew raised a brow apprehensively, 
“Around... Okay." 

Bil sighed. "Come on Andy, we gotta go see Sabbath! Come on!" 

Andrew groaned, rubbing his hands down his face as he stared at the smaller boy. 


"Fine. Let's fuckin’ go." The older boy sighed after picking up his wallet from the end table and opening the door 


of his room. 


Paula never walked into Bill and Andy's room during the night, so it wouldn't be a problem sneaking out. She was 
in the shower at the moment, so the two took the time to carefully creep by, opening the door of their 
apartment and shutting it slowly and gently, making sure they had the spare keys Bill got given by his mother 
when he was deemed responsible enough. They needed the spare set anyway, when they came home from 


school. 

So Andrew and Bill took off flying down the stairwell rather than the elevator, and they ran down the streets 
of San Francisco, spotting a truck with guys and girls getting into it, obviously looking to get to the Black 
Sabbath concert too. 

"Heyl" Andrew called out, using his height to his advantage. 


Andrew had always been tall, but at lb years of age he stood at 6'3" already, and he was told that he'd grow 


more in the next few years too. 


He was of a nice, lean build so far. No real muscle definition, but God.. His arms... 


When Andrew moved in with Bill, he took an immediate interest in Paula's boyfriend's Fender Stratocaster, and 
started learning right away. He was a natural, and though he'd only been playing for two years, Andy felt like 
he'd been playing his whole life. He had a lot to learn, naturally, but there was no doubt that he definitely 
would prove to be very good, if he kept it up. 


He even wrote his own riff - a fast paced little thing. He was very proud of it, and Bill loved to watch Andy 
and his veiny, calloused and worn hands running up the neck of the guitar, and his fingers pressing down on 


each chord. 


His wrists and arms were also veiny, and more importantly, strong. Electric guitars were heavy, and also, the 
year before, Paula's boyfriend wanted help with the lodge they owned at Lake Michigan, so Andrew helped 
refurbish it and build on the property. 


He might not have looked it, but he was built like a horse. 


The thing about Andrew, was that he looked very.. Pretty. He had sparkling moss green eyes with long lashes 
set in a face with a sharp, pointed jawline and a slanted nose that was just the perfect shape. His face was 
long and thin, his skin a fair colour with a slight tan from skating with Bill. His browny-blonde hair, darkened 
from the sun in some places, bleached the same way in others, was kept short, something seen as odd for 
guys. Andy got labelled and stereotyped a lot at school based on his appearance, but that didn't bother him at 


all. 


What did bother him however, was when they called him a ‘bastard because he didn't know his birth father. 
Was he still alive? Dead? What was the deal here? 


So when these gig-goers saw Andrew standing at 6'3", they disregarded even the ‘prettiness' for but a 
moment, and seemed to shrink They were all moderately short, so Andy couldn't help but laugh. 


"You guys going to Black Sabbath too?" Andrew asked as he leaned against the truck. 


"We sure fuckin are!" One of the girls exclaimed. She had to be about IT, but she took a liking to Bill. He did look 
older then he was, but still, being I5 was different to being 13, and Andy was only a year older.. The taller didn't 
know how to feel about the way the girl eyed up his friend. 


"m Andrew," he started, before glancing at his shorter friend. "This is William.. ‘Bill, to friends, and we'd like it 
if you were friends, and could take us to the concert!" He told them with a grin, and the driver nodded, his 
own smirk tugging at his lips. 


"Sure thing, get the fuck in" 
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They took the back way to avoid traffic, and made it to the ticket booth with about 5 minutes before they'd 


be deemed invalid. 


Bill walked with one of the girls - the same one that was eyeing him up - and Andrew gritted his teeth 


together, throwing his arm around the waist of another one who came with them, and he hufted. 
"My name's Kandy." She told him, looking at him through her dark makeup. "Kandy with a ‘K 
Andrew continued staring at Bill and the girl as they walked into the venue. 


“Andrew. With an 'A'" He grunted, and they were met by thousands of screaming fans as they looked for their 


seats. 


"Don't sit in the assigned areas man!" The driver of the truck - a real Valley boy named Tyler - called at 
Andrew and Bill as they walked off, and the younger immediately started tugging the taller boy back to the 
group that drove them. 


"Yeah! Come on man!" Bill giggled as he and Andrew piled in with Kandy, Tyler, the girl Bill was with, named 
Melanie, and the two other guys that came with them, Chet and John, in the ground crowd, looking straight up 
at the stage Sabbath was gonna play. Where Ozzy Osbourne was gonna come out and sing. Ozzy-fucking- 
Osbourne! 


Andrew and Bill couldn't believe it. 


And as the band stepped out and started playing, wowing the crowd and just making magic, Andrew looked to 
Bill, and at that moment, they both had the same idea; 


They were going to start a band. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
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are coming soon. 


‘Oh my God! That was great!" Kandy drunkenly called out into the sky as she draped herself over Andrew, but 


he wasn't interested in her at all. 


"Yeah, it was." Andrew muttered through his clenched jaw, green eyes still staring at Bill and Melanie as they 
sat ahead of the two in the front of the truck's tray, and to put it lightly, they were all of each other. 


Andrew watched as Bill and Melanie kissed passionately, and Andrew swore that they were practically eating 
each other's faces. 

Bottles of Jack Daniel's and other alcohols lay scattered around the truck, inside the truck, everywhere, and Bill 
was drunk. Andrew had had a few drinks, but Bill was careless. That's just who Bill was. Ironic, considering 
Andrew was the one who ran away from home - despite the very good reason for it - and lived out of a 


Goddamn gym and back alleys for a week. 


As Bill and Melanie broke apart, Andrew cleared his throat, and the younger's eyes darted to his taller friend 


and roommate's. 
"We're here now, we can go Bill" Andy sighed, watching the two. 
Melanie whined, and hesitantly Bill peeled himself away from her. 
"You heard Bossman." He giggled drunkenly, and Andrew rolled his eyes, helping Bil out of the truck 


"Oh! Maybe | won't mind leaving you Mels.. | --" he hiccuped. "I got the big, sexy Russian to help me now.." He 
purred and Andrew went bright red. 


"Shit." He hissed, waving to Tyler and the others as he helped the stumbling Bill into the apartments, biting his 
lip as Bill whimpered from the pounding no doubt happening in his head. 


"Bill.. How am | going to explain you to your mother..? How am | going to explain us?" Andrew groaned as he 
dragged the other into the elevator and slammed down the button he needed to press to get to the third floor 


in aggravation. 


"l-I dunno Andy." Bill muttered, and Andrew led him to the door of their apartment. 


"Shh." Andrew muttered as he dug into Bill's jacket pocket, taking out the keys and carefully unlocking the door. 
When he got inside however, his breath hitched as he saw Paula sitting on the couch, watching T.V. It was four 
in the morning, and for a second, Andrew wondered why she'd be awake, then remembered her early morning 
shift. 


Crap. 


As Andrew picked Bill up into his arms and shut the door as best he could with full hands, he quietly tried to 


creep by, to his and Bill's shared room, but to no avail 

"Hi Andrew." The honey sweet voice called, and Andrew swallowed thickly. 

"Hi Paula" He mumbled awkwardly, watching as Bill's mother tilted her head to look at the spectacle of Andrew 
carrying her son in his arms, bridal style, except Bill was hanging almost loosely. He was conscious, but not able 
to stand up by himself, or bother to wrap himself firmly around Andrew. He just hung limply. 

"Hello William." She sighed, and Bill pouted. 


‘Mom..2 Am l-l in trouble?" He asked, bottom lip quivering and she scrunched her pretty face in thought. 


"You went and saw Black Sabbath didn't you?" Paula mused, dodging her son's question, and Andy nodded 
sheepishly. 


"How did you know..?" Andrew asked and Paula laughed. 


"| was a kid once too you know.. I'm only just in my thirties. Having kids young does that too you. That, and 
Derrick was at the concert. He saw you two. Obviously you both decided to stay out later." 


Andrew was relieved she wasn't mad, Paula was like that, but still, he looked at the drunk Bill. 


"Bill kinda dragged me into it" Andrew offered with a laugh, and a muttered, ‘You rat; could be heard from the 


younger: 

"You're the eldest Andy, you could've stopped him." Paula sighed and Andrew scoffed. 
"This is Bill Finch we're talkin’ about here." He laughed. 

Paula shrugged. 

"True" 


Andrew shifted his weight so he could hold Bill better in his arms, and Paula threw her head to motion 


towards the kitchen drawers. 

"There's aspirin in there. Take it. If he's anything like | am with alcohol, he's gonna need it." 
Andrew smiled. 

"Thanks Paula, really." He whispered, ever so thankful for the way things turned out. 


"No problem Andy. Just don't make this a recurring thing." She warned, and Andrew nodded, quickly heading to 
his and Bill's room and shutting the door behind them, before laying Bill on his bed. 


Andrew sighed as he watched the other, and slowly, Bill sat up, motioning for Andrew to come closer. 


"You're my hero." Bill murmured, smirking through his bleary expression, and Andrew laughed as he sat on his 


bed with him. 

"You're drunk, go to sleep Bill” 

Bill shook his head. 

"Nuh-uh. Heroes need to be thanked." 


Andrew wondered what this meant, but he didn't have to wonder long when he felt the other boy's lips 


connect with his. 


Bill pushed against Andrew in his own messy way as they kissed, and his tanned, skinny hand rested on the 
back of the taller male's head as he deepened the kiss. 


They'd both been kissed before - Andrew by one person he'd rather forget, plus a drunken Kandy, and Bill by 
lots of girls at school. Andrew attracted a crowd too, but he'd never wanted to kiss all those girls. He had no 


interest in them. 


Still, for some reason, he didn't pull away from Bill as they continued kissing, and Andy could taste the alcohol 
in his mouth, as well as what seemed to be cherry flavoured lipgloss from Melanie, no doubt. 


Andrew was pushed back on the bed, Bill hovering above him as they continued kissing. 


It was feverish, and soon, Andrew felt Bill's hand roughly digging under the waistband of the other male's 
pants, palming his taller friend through his briefs. 


Andrew wondered how a I5 year old was so sexually promiscuous. 


He didn't question it. 


Andrew wasn't about to do that to himself. 


Low, grunting moans left the Russian's lips as Bill continued the assault on his dick, and for a moment, Andrew 
didn't even remember why he was so jaded and closed off about this stuff. It just felt so great when Bill did it. 


It wasn't a fearful thing either. He was really enjoying this.. For once.. 

But still, when Bill drunkenly shook and looked like he was going to lose his balance, Andrew hesitantly removed 
the younger's hand from his crotch so he could have his balance back, instead desperately kissing Bill, biting on 
his bottom lip. 

A small whimper of a thing escaped Bill's lips, and Andrew kept at it. He felt like a man possessed. 

“Andy... F-Fuck, Andy!" Bill gasped, and just as Andrew was going for his neck, Bill jumped off of him, running out 
of the bedroom and stumbling and falling into the bathroom, where he managed to hoist himself up onto the 
toilet and inevitably throw up. 


Andrew grimaced as he watched the boy wretch, realising that his name being called was more of a desperate 
request for Andrew to let him go. 


Nice. 
Real rice Bill. 
From across the hall, laughter could be heard and Paula's trill voice called out to both of them. 


"That's what you get for underage drinking Wills!" She laughed, and Andrew shook his head, grinning from ear 
to ear, but the grin soon faltered when Bill threw up again, and he had to pinch his nose at the stench. 


After Bill was done, Andrew helped him brush his teeth, to rid the boy of the taste of his own bile, and slowly 
and carefully, Andrew lead him into bed, where he tucked him in, sat a bucket from the bathroom nearby and 


moved to his own. 


He took off his shirt, and he heard a small noise come from Bill, and ever so slowly, Andrew glanced over his 


shoulder to check the other boy out. 


| never really noticed how fuckin’ great you look Andrew.." He sighed wistfully, before drifting off to sleep, and 
Andrew blushed vividly. 


Why didn't he mind the kiss? 


Why did he feel this way? 


As he crawled into bed, he mulled all of these over, and even as the sun slow began its ascent above the 
horizon, and Andrew finally managed to fall asleep, he pondered on these, the kiss replaying over and over in 


his head as a smile graced his lips. 


Chapter Four 


All he could think about was the kiss. That's literally it. It should've been the band that Bill and he had wanted 
to make as soon as they both thought they were good enough to, but no. It was the kiss. That's all he had his 


mind on. 


Andrew sighed as he watched Bill pluck at the borrowed bass, eyes gazing at the boy as his fingers moved up 


and down the neck of the instrument. 


The first kiss was performed a whole month ago, but whilst it was basically Bill drunkenly slobbering all over 


him, Andrew couldn't believe it. The excitement shill hadn't died down for him. 

He'd never felt that way when he was kissed by anyone- least of all before moving in with Bill.. 
When Andrew closed his eyes, he could still see it replaying in his head. 

Nothing else had happened further than that, so that was all he had. 


The kiss apparently didn't have the same effect on him as the younger boy, who sat across from him in the 


practical area of their music room, unaffected. 


"Bill" Andrew muttered, but Bill was totally into his playing, eyes closing ever so often as he indulged with each 
bass string plucked 


The sound reverberated off the walls (Bill liked to play bass loudly) and shook Andrew to the core. It was 
beautiful really. 


"Bill" Andrew repeated, more insistently then before. 
Brown eyes darted upwards to meet Andrew's green, and he smiled softly. 


That almost shy smile gave Andrew butterflies. He was so used to the smirk, that Bill's quieter side really 
caught him off his guard. 


"Yeah Andy?" Bill asked, and Andrew smiled back at him, before his gaze reverted back to become more 


pensive. 


"l-I was wondering if you remembered what happened the night of the Sabbath concert?" Andrew inquired, 
looking at the guitar pick he turned in his hand. 


Bill frowned in deep thought. 


"| was with Melissa.. No.. Melod--- No! No! Melanie! And we went to that gig with the people who picked us up, 
Melanie was one of them. Then we got drunk." 


"You got drunk Bill" Andrew cut in, and Bill waved him off." 


"Yeah, whatever, but anyway, then we got home, and then | went to sleep and woke up vomiting with a killer 


hangover." Bill finished, and Andrew slowly became more crestfallen 
"A-Anything else..2" The lb year old asked, and Bill scrunched up his face in thought. 


"---_Hmmm.." He trailed off, before his eyes widened, and he looked from his bass to Andrew in shock, the 
faintest blush on his cheeks. 


"II kissed you" 

"Yeah. Uh.. More than that, to be honest." 

"Shit! 

"Yeah" 

There was a moment of silence that passed between the two, and Bill rubbed the back of his neck sheepishly. 


"l-Im sorry Andrew." Bill gasped after a moment, and Andrew could tell that he had wanted to say that, just 
didn't know how. 


"IFs okay---" 

"No. It's not okay. | came onto you -- A-And, | don't even know if you -- You like dudes.. Crap, / don't even 
know if | like dudes! And what about what happened to you?! IF | tried to --- 0-Oh God.. I'm so fucking sorry!" 
Bill exclaimed, and Andrew shuffled nearer to him. 

‘Its okay Bill, really. | don't know either but --" Wow. He couldn't believe he was about to say this. "--.Kissing 
you.. A-And doing that stuff wasn't that bad, l-l really liked it. Really. Even if it was sloppy. And gross. And 
reeked of beer. | just," Andrew paused. "I really liked it Bill.” 

Bill sat there, still wide eyed and still blushing like a fool. 

"0-0h. S-So, w-what do we do now?" He squeaked, and Andrew couldn't believe this was the Bill he knew. 


He moved in closer. 


"Do you want to kiss me again Bill?" Andrew asked nervously, and tentatively, Bill nodded. 


Swallowing thickly, Andrew leaned in close and brushed his lips against the shorter and younger male's, and this 
time, it wasn't rough or messy, nor did it smell and taste of alcohol, and another girl's lipgloss, and neither, 
was it sexual. 

It was Bill. 

Bill in all his glory. 


And Andrew loved that. 


They continued to kiss, a shy moan leaving Bill's throat which Andrew indulged in, raking his fingernails through 
the dark brown hair of the other. 


The kiss was sweet and tender, and just as they were about to break apart, the door of the prac room flew 


open, and there stood Dylan Reese; the thorn in Andrew's side since day one of him being at this school. 
He had just.. Never liked Andrew. Mainly because he attracted all the girls instantly. 


With his perfect facial structure, Andrew was voted Most Attractive Male Student for three consecutive 
years in a row, taking it out again without any effort this year. 


He stood there as Andy and Bill quickly broke apart, and his obnoxious laugh cut through the awkward silence. 
"I found a couple'a faggots in the prac room Scott!" He called out, and he looked to Andrew. 

‘| always knew Pretty Boy Andy was a queer, but Billl God, guess your family works differently then." 

"We're not related. You know that." Bill spat through gritted teeth. 

"And we're not faggots." Andrew added. 

Dylan laughed. 

"Pfft. Whatever. You're both disgusting anyway." He sneered, and Andrew clenched his jaw. 

"Piss off Dylan!" Bill exclaimed as Reese's friends joined him. 

‘No! Wait ‘till the school finds out! You'll be a laughing stock!" 

Suddenly, Andrew stood up, and he was definitely taller than Dylan by a fair bit, so looking down upon the 


other, he grunted, before grabbing him by his collar and throwing him into the wall, pressing right against him 
so he was kneeing the other's crotch. If he pressed any harder, itd most certainly hurt. 


"Fuck! Get off me! Go back to your own faggot boyfriend!" Dylan yelled, trying to push the taller male off of 


him, but still, Andrew remained resolute. 


"You tell anyone about this and | will gut you like the Goddamn pig you are." Andrew hissed before releasing a 


long string of Russian curses, eyes darkening as he growled and bared his teeth in a bestial manner. 


Dylan was beyond terrified, and he nodded quickly, so Andrew let him fall to his feet, where he scampered out 


just before the music teacher could return. 


"And don't call people ‘faggots’ either, asshole!" Bill called back as they took off, and he looked to Andrew as the 
tall male panted heavily. 


"Andy." Bill mumbled. And as Andrew shook and shuddered with his anger, he slowly found the time to glance 
at the boy. 


"What?" Andrew replied briskly. 

‘| just ---" Bill paused, before shaking his head. "Forget it. Come on, the bell just went, lets go home." 
Andrew nodded, wetting his dry mouth. 

"Okay, sounds like a plan" 

EK 


The two sat in their room, stopping to kissing each other softly every now and then, and laughing as they joked 


in between. 


It was nice; being able to just be together like this, and they'd both talked about their feelings and found that 
they each liked each other - a lot. They told each other that they loved one another, and held hands on the 
bed. They just hung out, being friends, being brothers in arms, being.. Lovers 


Bill still liked girls too, but as they spoke, it suddenly made sense to Andrew why he never found many of the 


girls he met, that attractive. Romantically or sexually. 


His attraction to Bill really cemented that, but also, there was that constant distrust of female partners in the 
sexual sense, that held Andrew back. He'd been with a girl once before. Kandy. Andrew kind of wanted to get 
back at Bill for all the stuff with Melanie, so he and Kandy went at it. 


Andrew wondered why he just.. Didn't like it. To him, sex just wasn't what it was cracked up to be, or what 


everyone made it out to be anyway. It was just.. Sex 


To be honest, though, his distrust more or less came from what happened in his childhood. Being able to get 
the strength to do anything sexual with anyone, let alone masturbate or whatever, was incredibly hard for 
Andrew. But he persevered. He knew he had a new life here, and sometimes he freaked out but he always 
pretended he was fine. 


His whole life before Bill and Paula was just.. Messed up. 


Presently, Andrew lay on his back on the bed, Bill perched on his waist as the two held hands, holding them 
high before moving them down low again. They were mucking around, really, and Andy felt so much more 
comfortable now that he wasn't wondering why he was so breathless and questioning why he was so awkward 


around the now lb year old boy. 


Andrew and Bill had been secretly together for a year now, and honestly, it had been one of the best years of 


Andrew's life. 


He'd gotten a Gibson Flying V electric guitar off of Derrick and Paula, and it had a neat graphic of a butterfly 
with torn wings on it. His friend Tamara had made that sticker and given it to Andrew to put on. 


Just things were looking up for him, he figured, ever since the kiss. Ever since he and Bill started realising 


they were better off doing this together. 

With Bill still resting on his lap, Andrew cleared his throat 
"Toxin" Andrew suddenly muttered, and Bill quirked a brow. 
"What?" He asked, and Andrew sighed 


"Don't you think it'd be cool to call the band ‘Toxin’? Y'know.. When we get off our lazy asses and actually make 
this Goddamn band..2" 


Bill grinned, sucking in a big, excited breath. 


"That's gnarly Andy! God, you're always coming up with such cool ideas." Bill breathed, and there was no hint 


of arrogance or cockiness today, so Andrew smiled proudly 
"I try." He responded, and Bill laughed, leaning down to place a soft kiss against his boyfriend's lips. 


‘Boyfriend’. That was a word the two weren't accustomed to yet either. It felt foreign on their tongues. To 
have a boyfriend instead of a girlfriend was a strange thing, mostly for Bil 


"You try, and you succeed." Bill sighed tiredly, and Andrew took the time to let his eyes rake over Bill's 
features a little bit. 


He had darkening bags under his eyes, and his skin tone was a hint paler than it had been a while ago. Andrew 
just assumed it was because Bill had difficulty sleeping. 


Suddenly, Bill clambered off of the male, smiling. 


"| gotta go take a leak, I'll be back" He announced, and Andrew rolled his eyes, propping himself up onto his 


elbows before gazing around the bedroom. 


Bill had been the decorator, that had been obvious with the pin-ups of girls everywhere, but there was also a 
few band posters scattered across the walls. Black Sabbath, Led Zeppelin, The Jimi Hendrix Experience, 
Fleetwood Mac, Pink Floyd, Deep Purple, The Rolling Stones, David Bowie, Queen, all of that. Andrew had a few 


posters of several Russian acts too, and musicians that inspired him. 


Posters for Pojuschie Gitary, Pesniary, and other bands of such nature sat by his bed - a little nostalgia for 


him. 


Andrew was born in Kaliningrad, in Russia, but his mother moved to America during the Cold War with him and 
his eldest sister by two years, Masha. His mother was pregnant with twins Annie and Petra at the time. 


There she met Peter Matthews and that's where Hell on Earth began. It was already pretty bad without him.. 
But when he joined their ‘family’, things got infinitely worse. 


But still, Andrew had always been proud of his Russian roots, and even when he was learning English, he took 
the time to properly learn and understand the language he'd grown up around with his mother. Russian was 
for her, English was for Peter. He used to get confused between the two languages, but he thought that for 
what little education he had, he did alright for himself. 


The biggest surprise was on Andrew's Ith birthday two months before, when he got a postcard from Masha. 
When he turned it and saw the beautifully written Russian, he couldn't believe what he was holding. 


My darling Anton | made it out. Im living in New York. Thank you for saving them. Thank you Anton, | talked fo the 
woman you're staying with a while back, and she told me how you were, how happy you are, that's all, as your 
sister, | could ever want. She set up a bank account for you. Ive already put a thousand dollars into it already as 
my thank you for getting our sisters out. You can use it fo go to college, or not go to college. Whatever works for 


You. 


l love you Anton Petra and Annie are living with a couple in Ottawa, up in Canada. Originally they were in North 
Carolina, but they moved up to Canada Maybe one day you'll be able to visit them. Maybe you can visit me. 


Lots of love, and my eternal gratitude, Masha Yurkovich.' 


Upon receiving the postcard, Andrew could not help but cry. He missed all his sisters so much, and he was so 
happy they were all okay now. It was all he wanted. 


Andrew just wished he could see her. She'd be 19 now. 


Where even was she? In New York, but where? Was that where she was fostered out for a year and a half? 
Only she really knew. 


Bill had now been in the bathroom for nearly IO minutes, and Andrew, hearing something fall and the boy's 


swearing, decided to check up on him. 


"Bill." Andrew began, resting his head up against the wooden door. "You okay in there buddy?" He asked, and Bil 


made a noise, akin to a whine. 


"Y-Yeah! J-Just dropped something!" The shaky voice replied, and a string of swears left his throat, before 


dead silence. 
‘lm coming in there Bill." Andrew muttered, growing worried, and quickly, the door was locked. 
Now Andrew was really worried. 


"Billl Let me the fuck in there!" He exclaimed, pounding his fists against the door again and again, before 


ramming his foot against it. 
He looked around their shared room, for anything that would help and he found the old hatchet that Derrick 
had given Bill after coming back from a trip in New Jersey. It may have been strangely convenient, but Andrew 


wasn't going to question it. 


Picking up the hatchet, he started hitting at the top hinge of the door until it broke off, and it became easier 
for Andrew to kick it in. 


When he did, the sight he saw caused his breath to hitch in his throat, and he grew deathly pale. 


Bill was bent over the counter, a dollar rolled in his fingers and held to his nose, where he inhaled a fine white 


powder, laid in a strip across the surface. 
He didn't even stop when Andrew busted in. He finished the line and looked to his partner in shame. 
"A-Andy.." He muttered, eyes wide and body jittery and buzzed from what could only be cocaine. 


"William." Andrew breathed, and Bill knew he'd done it now. 


Only his mother called him William and when he did get called it, it was either in jest, or because he was in 


trouble. There was no teasing here. 


"How - How could you..?" Andrew gasped as Bill hastily began cleaning up. 


"l-l. Andrew.. You have to understand that - | -" Bill swallowed thickly and Andrew just stared at him, dead- 
eyed. 


"Is this how you got the Sabbath tickets?" Andrew whispered after a time, and Bill looked even more guilty, so 
Andrew assumed he'd hit the nail on the head. 


Suddenly, he grew angry. 

"You've become a fucking junkie! ls that what it takes now?! What the fuck Bill?! You're - | can't even look at 
you." And he didn't. Andrew turned out of the room and stormed out of the apartment, sitting on the steps 
outside and holding his head in his hands. 

Andrew sighed as he thought about what had just happened. Andrew couldn't believe it. 

Bill. The Bill he'd grown up with, was a drug addict. 


A cocaine addict, it looked like. 


Andrew couldn't wrap his head around it, and as much as he tried to understand, he couldn't. He couldn't 


understand why Bill would do this, especially to him. 
Why had he been lying to him this whole time?! 
He couldn't believe it.. He couldn't believe what Bill had done to him. 


Standing up, Andrew began briskly walking down the streets, asking a man nearby for a cigarette, and assuming 
that Andrew was - with his height and all - of legal age, gave it to him, as well as his lighter to borrow. 


Sparking it, he raised the cancer to his lips, breathing in its toxicity and exhaling the poison gasses that came 
with the act. 


He was angry, that much was certain. No, he wasn't just angry. He was furious. Livid even. He couldn't believe 
Bill had done that to him. He couldn't believe Bill was doing that to himself. Destroying himself. Becoming a 


junkie. 


Still, he turned around, taking another drag of his cigarette and returning the lighter as he made his way back 
to the apartment building. 


He couldn't leave him. Obviously Bill would need him. And Andrew needed Bill, more than he liked to ever admit 


to himself. 


Andrew truly believed that he'd found the one, so he didn't want to let him go just yet. 


Extinguishing his cigarette, Andrew made his way up the stairs. He'd smoked before. He just often tried to 


avoid it, because it frustrated him. 

Anything to him was better than fucking cocaine, judgmental as he was for saying that. 

He knocked on the right door, and a scuffling was heard from the other side. 

Slowly, it was opened, and there was Bill, eyes raw and red from crying, and he looked a right mess. 

Andrew was hit with a pang of guilt, and pushed his way inside, taking the smaller boy in his arms and holding 
him softly, before very slowly kissing him, though the kiss was tentative, and not as gladly given as normally, 
but it still showed that Andrew loved him. 

"l-Im sorry Andrew!" Bill cried into his shoulder as he nuzzled his head into the other's body. 


‘I'm so sorry Andrew!" He gasped, and Andrew ran his fingers through Bill's hair softly. 


‘Its okay Bill. It's okay. | promise. | promise Wills.. You're okay.." He whispered, placing soft kisses against the top 
of Bill's head as he sobbed. 


| - | can't stop. Please. It makes me - It makes me happy. It makes me confident. Don't be mad at me. 


Everyone was d-doing it!" 


‘lm not mad at you Bill” Andrew sighed, and Bill nodded. "Okay Bill. Come on. Your mom's coming home soon, so 
you've gotta get yourself cleaned up. Please." 


Bill nodded. 

"The coke high doesn't last that long" He told Andrew, but the older boy frowned. 
He knew that this would be the beginning of the End. 

He just didn't know when that End would occur. 


eR 


Chapter Five 


His voice tore through the area in a bestial snarl, and the previously stunned and apprehensive guests now 
joined in as headbanging fans, horns up as they gazed up at him. At his bassist. At his drummer and rhythm- 
slash-occasional lead guitarist. 

‘Show me now mother dearest; show me how you love your son!" He growled, and his fingers slid up and down 
the fret board as he played the solo for the song, one of the ones off of the album they were making that he 
held close to him. Keep it in the Family held great personal meaning to him, but to the audience, it was just 
another thrash song. 


Suddenly, the guitars and drumming ceased and the bass rang through in a great little riff of its own. 


As the song drew to an end, the frontman threw up his arms, panting with a quickly rising and falling chest, 
cheering loudly and clapping, applauding the audience. 


It was intense and to be honest, that's how the band liked it. They were an unstoppable force, and nothing 
would get in their way. 


Absolutely nothing. 


eR 


The drummer of the band grinned as he threw an arm around the other rhythm guitarist. Jerry tussled his 
black hair as he glanced at the guitarist, giving him a small kiss on his cheek 


"That was fuckin’ amazing!" He exclaimed, looking to Andrew and Bill as they sat together, grinning. 

The rhythm guitarist smiled fondly 

"Yeah, it was. 

Jerry Wilks and Michael McConville were the members of Toxin, that sometimes got forgotten by others. It 
was all about Andrew and Bill It was a shame really, and sometimes it hurt the two other members, but they 


were all buddies, and it was okay. 


"Yeah, | just." Andrew started, running his fingers through his light coloured hair. "The crowd was electric 
tonight. | can't believe it." 


Bill glanced at the tall male, smiling fondly, before nudging Michael softly as he stood up to go to the 
bathroom, digging around in his pockets. Andrew looked over at his boyfriend, and frowned. 


He didn't approve, but he always thought about it like, Bill would stop when he was ready. Andrew couldn't 


force him. 

As for their relationship, Andrew wasn't really sure what was going on anymore. Bill had wanted his ‘groupie 
experience’, and Andrew couldn't deny him that. Because honestly, they weren't out to anyone. Nobody knew. 
Andrew wasn't even really sure if they were in a relationship anymore. Was it wrong to call Bill his ‘boyfriend? 


Maybe. But eh. He didn't really pay much attention to it anymore. 


It was when a man approached them, still while Bill was gone, that Andrew's attention was taken off of the 
bassist, and put onto the stranger instead. 


"Can we help you?" He began, and the mystery person grinned. 


"You sure can. I'm Robert Stone. | represent Megaforce Records, and I'm here to ask if you want to be signed 


under our name." 
Andrew looked from Jerry to Mike, eyes wide. 
Megaforce Records had represented so many up and coming bands, including fucking Metallica, and to be 


honest, they couldn't really push out their first album without a label anyway. They needed someone to 


represent them. 


"| uh ---" Andrew stuttered, watching as Bill left the bathroom and came and joined them. Bill stared at 
Robert. Robert stared at Bill. 


"What's going on guys..2" Bill asked, and Jerry looked towards the bassist. 
"Megaforce Records has just offered to represent us." 
Bill's plump lips parted, mouth a small little ‘o’. 


His hand shook a little as he sat down, eyes widened, and to anyone else, it just looked like it was from the 


shock, but Jerry, Mike and Andrew all knew what it was really from. 


"So, guys, you don't have to, but do you wanna join us?" Robert asked, and Andrew turned to look at his 


bandmates. They all nodded softly. 
Andrew looked to Robert again 


"Yes. Sign us the fuck up.” 


Chapter Six 


Author's Notes: 
this is the last bill/andrew chapter before metallica's introduced! 


"Jerry! Come back! Come on man! We can work this out!" Mike yelled as he ran after the blonde male, but it 
was no use. 

‘lm not stayin’ here any longer man. | can't. | can't deal with Andrew and Bill being the fucking leaders. This 
isn't a dictatorship! It's a democracy! And to be honest, lim not up for their totalitarian ruling of this fucking 
band! | can't deal with them just forcing us to do what they want us tol" Jerry shouted back in reply, and 
Michael dropped to his knees as he watched Jerry board the bus. 

Right before the doors shut however, he stuck his head out. 

"Get on the bus Michael. Come with me. We can make our own band! We can join a different one, whatever! We 
can buy you more crap, and we can send someone to get your guitar and stuff. The same person | have in 
mind can get my drums!" Jerry called out. 

Michael looked hesitant, but after a moment of thinking, he too was on the bus, and they both were gore. 
Not long after, Bill and Andrew sprinted around the corner, calling after the vehicle as it drove off. 

"Mikey! Jerry!" Andrew shouted, but it was no use. 


Turning to Bill, he cursed in Russian, and Bill placed a hand on his shoulder to comfort him. 


Its okay Andrew.. We'll find some other people to replace them." Bill sighed, but Andrew wasn't paying that 


much attention. 


"| don't want to replace them.. They were like our family William." He trailed off, and slowly, Bill placed his hand 


on the small of Andrew's back and lead the now 6'5" male down the road, back to their rehearsal space. 


eR 


The flyers were everywhere; ' Toxin is hiring, apply here. Guitarist and drummer needed!', with the instructions on 


how to get to the rehearsal space below. 


It was 1985, and with Toxin riding on the success of their debut album, ‘Toxic Wasteland’, and their second 
album released the year after in ‘84, ‘Dead Butterflies’, it seemed like Toxin had it all. But with the drummer 


and the guitarist now gone, any progress on the new album had come to a drastic halt. 


As Andrew and Bill sat at the space, listening to all the people auditioning, they groaned. It seemed like they'd 
never have a replacement that matched Jerry and Michael's skill. They had a skillset that Andy and Bil 


thought was irreplaceable. 


Whilst the newest applicant got set up, Bill and Andrew sat and exchanged notes, before finally taking a look at 
who they were dealing with. 


It wasn't just one applicant, it was two. And upon further inspection, Andrew and Bill saw that these people 
were a lot younger than the rest of the people who showed up for auditions. 


The kids had to be around 13 to lb years old, approximately at least! 


And one was a chick! The first chick of the day, and she was around 13-14. Had to be. She looked so round- 
faced, so young. Bill gritted his teeth together. The only girl who auditioned and she was a kid! No fair.. 


"Um." The timid voice began, and the girl stepped up. She was tall and thin, and her bleached blonde hung well 
past her shoulders. Her eyes were cornflower blue, and her skin was pale, and looked like it could be easily 
marked with bruises if she sustained any. 


She was very beautiful for a girl her age, and her shy smile seemed to warm the room. Her voice was slightly 


accented, which Andrew took notice of straight away. "My name is Vienna Treskow, and this is my friend Casey 


Westfield. We're here for the audition..?" 

The boy next to her smiled at her in awe, and the two bandmates looked him up and down too. 

He was a little shorter than the girl, and his hair was sandy blonde. His eyes were almost as dark as Bill's, but 
flecked with lighter shades as well. He was built well, once again, for a boy his age, and in a way, to Andrew he 
kind of looked like a mixture between the bassist and frontman of Toxin. It intrigued him. Casey twirled some 
drumsticks in his hand, looking towards the temporary kit that the remaining Toxin members had set up, and 
he looked like he was itching to play. 


In Vienna's hands, she held an electric guitar - a Fender Stratocaster. 


Andrew and Bill looked to each other, and the bassist cocked an eyebrow, but all in all, the two let the kids 
stay. 


"Okay, cool. Hey Vienna. Where you from?" Andrew asked, and the girl perked up a little, and she smiled. 
"We're both from Seattle, but we're - " She was cut off, when Andrew leaned further over the desk. 


"No Vienna. Where are you from?" 


The blonde girl appeared surprised, but she swallowed thickly and gave a brave response. 
"Copenhagen. Denmark." She told Andrew. "I moved here when | was nine." 

Andrew nodded, smiling fondly at her. 

"Nice. lm from Kaliningrad, in Russial" He exclaimed, and Vienna grinned from ear to ear. 
"Russia." She sighed, and Andrew looked at her fondly. 

Another piece of Euro Trash just like himself. Perfect. 

"So," Began Bill. "How old are you two?" He asked, and Casey stepped forward. 


"l'm just about sixteen, and Vi here is fourteen. But she turns fifteen in December." He told the older men, and 


they nodded. 

‘I'm assuming you're a drummer then Casey?" Andrew questioned, and he nodded with a grin 

"Sure am! Been playin’ since | was four!" He cheered enthusiastically, and Andrew had to admit, he admired the 
boy's spirit. Vienna looked a little shyer, but Andrew felt her struggle. By glancing at how she giggled happily at 
Casey's comment, Andrew could tell that she just had to come out of her shell a little more. 


She was probably quite extroverted when you got to know her, but only time would tell. 


"How about you show us what you two can do?" Andrew told the two, getting up with Bill and moving to his 
guitar, whilst the brown haired male grabbed his bass. 


Little Vienna's voice piped up. "| can do vocals too.. | don't know i-if you need backing vocals, b-but | sing." 


Andrew smiled at her, taking note of that as he scratched his stubbly chin. He wasn't sure if he really wanted 
to keep shaving anymore. He couldn't exactly be bothered, yet still, he kept at it. Bill said he liked it, so.. 


Vienna plugged her guitar in, and Casey sat on the drum stool, and Andrew began the intro for one of their 
songs. Casey grinned excitedly, and started straight away, drumming out almost exactly what Jerry had played 
when they recorded the song, but Casey also added his own flavour to it, which Bill and Andy liked a lot. 


They were both obviously glad that the girl and her friend had taken the time to listen and learn some songs, 
and the fact that they had no idea what song would be played at the audition really interested them. These 


kids had obviously learnt a few songs, just incase and in preparation. 


It was great to see, considering the others who auditioned had heard the intro to a song they weren't familiar 


with and freaked out. 

Vienna didn’t follow along as much or as well as Casey, which worried Andrew for a moment, before she too, 
improvised, and fuck did it sound good. How long had this girl been playing guitar? Who knew, but for a rhythm 
guitarist, she certainly had something very special, and something that would be hard to turn down if they had 
to. She may not have had that many skills, but she had this raw potential that Andrew could help her shape. 


Suddenly remembering Vienna's timid mention of back vocals, Andrew stopped playing, and he grabbed the mic 
they set up just incase, and stuck it in front of her, before going back to playing the lead parts. 


She stared at the mic for a moment, before singing into it, and oh man.. They were impressed. Her voice was 
raspy, raw, but still sweet. Bitter sweet. It was great, and Andrew knew that he had to have these two. 
Despite their age, their skill was unmatched, and Andrew loved it. So did Bill. 

As the song drew to an end, Andrew grinned at the two kids, and they grinned back. 


Casey stood, heaving and panting and looking to his taped up hands, Bill saw that some of the band-aids were 
soaked with blood 


That's what happened when you played drums. 
It was inevitable that your hands would split open lots of times when you drummed. 


Andrew and Bill moved back to the desk they were sitting in prior, and Andy scribble a few notes down as Bil 
stared at the two. 


He picked at his arm, before he cleared his throat. 


"You guys were great." Bill told them, and Vi and Casey turned to give each other an affectionate hug. Bil 


wondered if they were dating or not. 
"So, you're from Seattle? What are you doing here?" Bill asked, and Casey shrugged. 


‘My mom knows Vi's parents. We're all buddies, so we're on a joint holiday here in San Fran" He told Bill, and Bil 


hummed. 


"Do you think it was wise to audition for a band not based in Seattle at your age?" He asked, and Vienna moved 


forward to talk. 


"Well, probably not, but we've been wanting to join one for ages. Make one too, but no one was interested. We'll 


do whatever it takes Bill, promise." 


The dedication was certainly something to think about. 


"You know," Andrew started as he looked up from his notes. "Most bands - especially metal bands - would 
probably be labelled as crazy if they took in two kids, but you know what? We're not most bands, and you two 
are so fucking talented, we'd be crazy not to take you two kids in" 


Casey whispered swears breathlessly, and Andrew laughed. 


"If you can finish school right now, and move to San Francisco, you can join the band. If not, we'll get someone 


to fill in, but just remember that even if you can't be in the band, you guys are gonna go places. | promise." 
Casey and Vi looked at each other for a moment. 


"Finish school right now and move to San Francisco?" Casey asked, and Andrew and Bill nodded through their 


laughs as Vienna looked at them with a gaze as hard as cement. 
"Consider school finished." 
XE% 


END PART ONE 


Chapter Seven 


Author's Notes: 
i just wanna let you guys know in advance that while all members of metallica feature, its really just lars. tbh. 


PART TWO: VIENNA 


"Vienna, baby, why are you running from me? Come on, you fuckin' prude. Why won't you sleep with me?! You too 
much of a ‘good girl to sleep with me? What do you mean | ‘cheated on you? Where else am I gonna let out my 
sexual frustration? Youre gorgeous, | want to sleep with you Hey! Where the fuck do you think youre going? Yeah, 
that hurt didnt it? You don't lke getting slapped do you? You hate it.. Fuck.. Is that your brother? What's he doing 
here? Why didnt you fell me he was coming home early?! You fucking slut! Fucking slutty virgin, thats what you 
are! Skank!" 


xE 
The girl arose from her slumber, tussling her bleached blonde hair as she yawned and stretched. 


"Oh man, | can't believe it" She sighed as she looked towards the male sleeping beside her. 
He moved to cuddle up to her, but she pushed him away. 


"Just because we share a bed, doesn't mean I'm finally dating you. We share a bed because we've got no other 


choice at the moment.” She informed him, and he groaned. 


"How are you going to deny me this Vi? We've been best friends for so many years.. Can't you feel the 
chemistry?" He laughed, and she scoffed. 


"The chemistry? Come on Case.. You're gonna make me sick. l'm barely out of a relationship with my asshole of 
an ex-boyfriend and you're try'na put the moves on me? Forpulede Helvede." She hissed, and he sighed. 


"There's lots of chemistry Vi." Casey laughed, before looking back to her. "Can't you see that we are made for 


each other Vi? Take me back to Austria so | can see the gorgeous Vienna!" 
Vienna faked gagging. 


"You're such a fucking prick Casey. How have | put up with you? I'm not even Austrian!" 


Casey sighed, swinging his legs out of bed and moving to boil the kettle in the hotel room's kitchen 


"Even more ironic then, that your Danish parents would name you after an Austrian city, where the people 
mostly speak German!" He cried out, and Vienna walked behind him, slapping the back of his head playfully. 


"| was conceived in Vienna, so they named me after the city, alright?" 


"Details, details. Details that | didn't need to know!" Casey exclaimed, and Vi shook her head and sighed in 


exasperation. 
| hate you Casey Alan Westfield" She grunted. 


| hate you too Vienna Elisé Treskow" Casey replied between his laughs, and after making the two a coffee 
each, they both moved down to sit together on the couch. 


"So," Casey began, looking to Vienna. "Andrew and Bill are coming when..2" He asked, and Vi shrugged. 


"| dunno man. Last night they said they were gonna show up at like, nine-thirty. ‘Sine now." She told him, and 
he nodded. 


"Nice. I'm just - Wow. | can't believe it. We've been in this band for like, four, five years now. | can't - We're in 


Toxin!" He laughed, and Vi snickered. 

‘| know. It's amazing. | just - Wow. Those two are like my family, just like you Casey." 
Casey faltered in his smile, before quickly plastering it back on his face. 

"Yeah. Family." 


Vienna sighed heavily and shook her head as she realised, before downing the rest of her coffee and moving to 


wash her cup. 


"Come on. Let's go cowboy." She sighed, and Casey grinned, standing up and following her to get changed, ready 
to go meet Andrew and Bill, rather then wait for them. 


"Does that mean you'll ride me then?" He asked, and Vienna scoffed. 
"I didn't know horses rode the cowboys now.." She trailed off, otherwise ignoring him. 


Vi wore a Motörhead shirt, with a pair of light blue skinny jeans, worn from the holes she'd made in them 


over the years. She laced up into a pair of black trainers and looked to Casey, who was wearing a Misfits shirt. 
The two made their way down the hall of the hotel, and Vienna rapped her knuckles against the wood of the 
door, and pretty soon, it opened to show the 65" frontman of the band that Vi and Casey were in, smiling at 
them. 


"Hey guys, how are you?" Andrew asked, and Vienna grinned. 


"Good, really good man. So uh.. We decided to come over early, since we're all ready to go and stuff. What's 


the plan for today?" Vi asked, and Andrew shrugged. 


"We were gonna go set up at the stadium, do sound check and, you know, stuff like that. Then get a bite to 
eat, | dunno." He murmured, and Vi laughed. 


She peered her head around the corner, spotting Bill lying across the couch. She had to admit that he was 
very handsome in that rugged way, and she liked it. Still - Bill and Andrew were their friends, and she wouldn't 
really think of being with Bill anyway. And Andrew was definitely a no go zone. The whole kind of ‘| don't sleep 


with girls' thing kinda would make it hard for Vi even if she was sexually into him. 

But she wasn't, and she was mildly glad, even if he was really good looking. Like, really. 

In the years since the audition, Andrew had really.. Matured, looks wise. He had let his stubble stay, and he had 
decided to dye his hair jet black. However, the top of his hair was usually styled into a faux hawk, and 
honestly, the colour of that changed more offen than Andrew changed shirts. 


At the moment, it was deep blue and really contrasted with the blue green of his eyes. It was very nice, 


really. 


"Oh nice! Sound check! That's always fun!" Vi exclaimed, before rolling her eyes. "And fucking boring. Honestly, 
why can't they just test the instruments themselves?" 


Bill laughed from the couch. 


"Because we're the musicians. You and | Vi, we gotta stick together. We gotta be the lazy shits of the band, 


come on" 

Vi shook her head as she snickered, before throwing a glance to Casey. 

He stood, rolling on the balls of his heels and waving at Andrew, who waved back. 
"You keen Case?" Andrew asked, and he nodded. 


‘Of course man, | fuckin’ live for the music!" Casey responded quickly, and Andrew threw back his head in a 


laugh. 


"Okay guys, come on. Let's go guys. We should probably be there earlier anyway.” Andrew sighed, and Vi and 
Casey watched as Bill hoisted himself from the couch and moved out with them. 


They were all dressed relatively nicely, except for Bill, who wore no shirt under the ragged coat he sported, 
and the tight leather pants. His hair was a mess, and reaching into his coat pocket, he grabbed his shades and 
slid them onto his eyes. 


As they piled into the van that they had borrowed, Andrew started up the ignition, and soon they were off, 
down the road to the stadium that they were to play at that night. 


Vienna looked to Bill as they sat beside each other in the back of the car, whilst Casey maintained a residence 


in the front of the car with Andrew. 


Vi looked at Bill and nudged him softly, laughing. 
"Hey Billy-boy." She sighed, and he looked to her with a grin 


"Nina." He shook his head, using his favourite nickname for the girl as he snickered. 

"How excited are you for tonight?" Vienna asked the bassist, and he shrugged, before rubbing his arm. 

"Pretty chill about it really, but like, I'm worried about.. Y'know." He trailed off, and Vienna suddenly realised. 
Withdrawals were a bitch, from what Vi had seen and witnessed being with Bill. She'd never done hard drugs 
before, just weed occasionally, and of course, she drank and smoke, as did most people, but nothing like what 
Bill did Mushrooms, cocaine, he'd even done speed once. That was frightening, but luckily, he'd not liked it, so he 
stopped. 

But Vi could only imagine that it would be extremely hard for him. 


She didn't know how he coped with it. 


Watching out the window as the cars blew past, Vi thought about the upcoming gig. Apparently, there were 


gonna be several well-known bands backstage, and Vienna wondered who they would be. It really was a mystery. 
As they pulled up to the stadium, the band got out of the van and unloaded all the stuff that the tech and 
backstage workers would help them set up. 

Vienna looked to Bill again. 

"You okay?" 

He laughed. 

"tll live." 

Vienna grinned at him. 


"Yeah, just suck it up Buttercup." 


Bill shook his head. 


"Alright then Princess." 


Chapter Eight 


Vienna watched with interest as the techies ran around, trying to set up the show. It was definitely exciting, 


that was for sure, and she was honestly so keen for it. 


The hotel they had been staying at wasn't that far away from the stadium, which was situated in London 
They were playing the Royal Albert Hall, and it was pretty exciting. 


Toxin on their second world tour after the ‘Dead Butterflies' album, but it was Vienna and Casey's first. The 


‘Silver Bullet album was their first one with the band. It was the most amazing thing Vienna had experienced. 


Being the only female of the band, the interviewers hit hard with her. For the guys, the questions were about 
the music, the album, everything like that. For her, it was questions about her relationships, the clothes she 


wore, how she'd keep thin. 


It really pissed her off, so there was one time, on a live interview, she said some rather choice words, 
basically telling the people that were asking her the questions, that if they didn't actually focus on her role in 
the band, and ask the same questions that they asked Casey, Bill and Andrew, that she'd kick their asses. She 
had all her bandmates’ support on that too, and she got slightly less questions that were usually asked of 


females, and more practical ones. 
It was a start. 


She was also the youngest of the band, and as it was five years after Case and Vi had joined, back in ‘85.. She 
was only just going to be turning 20 years old now Andrew was already 29 and Bill was 28! She and Casey 


were just babies compared to them. Especially her. 


Sighing, Vienna hoisted herself off of the storing crate she was sitting on, and moved over to the tour 


wardrobe. 


The tour wardrobe contained lots of things that Andrew, Bill, Casey and Vienna would need during shows. They 
had bathrobes, aspirin, eye drops incase they got smoke in their eyes from the stage, more bathrobes, all of 


that stuff. 


There was an abundance of bathrobes, because with how sweaty the band got on stage, during the breaks 
inbetween, their robes would often become pretty wet, what with the sweat, and the showers they quickly 
had. 


They really didn't want to put on soaking wet bathrobes in their second break It could mean pneumonia, and 
that shortened the tours they did. The healthier they were, the longer the tour could be, because they 


wouldn't have to cancel shows and dates. 


Toxin was probably one of the most careful bands around, when it came to maintaining good health, and looking 
after themselves, considering most band members came to shows with broken arms or legs, and substitute 
instrument players. 


Toxin didn't roll like that. 


The blonde girl walked around, picking at a fold in her spandex pants, before lifting up her pretty head and 
spotting one of the backstage crew nearby. 


To ever work successfully, the band and the crew had to have a good connection. It was imperative. Vi liked to 
joke around and say that if someone did something wrong to one of the techies, they would let the set fall 


down on them. 


It was all in jest of course, but truthfully, you all had to be friends when you were working in that close an 


area. 
"Hey Bucky!" Vi called out, and the backstage crew member turned to her and waved. 

Bucky was a 510" male of muscular build, with a friendly face and twinkling brown eyes. His hair was long and 
the colour of chestnuts, and honestly, he was one of the friendliest people Vienna had ever met. He was a 
self-described hick from the east of Texas, and Vi often giggled at his backwater accent. She didn't exactly 
have the right to however, as hers was laced with Danish. 

"Hey there Vil" Bucky called out, and she grinned from ear to ear. 

She pulled at her t-shirt and moved over to him, nudging his shoulder softly. 

They were the same height, which was nice. 

Vienna sighed, smiling at the man fondly. 


"You looking forward to tonight?" She asked, and he nodded. 


"Of course! You just wait ‘till you see the set in action! And I'm not just talkin’ sound check. I'm talkin’ ‘bout 


with the fans screamin’ your name ‘n such. It'll be amazin." 
Vienna smiled at him even wider, before casting her eyes on the busyness of everyone. 


"l'm just.. Wow.. London.. | never ever thought | would see London, let alone the Albert Hall." She sighed 
tranquilly, and Bucky nudged her again. 


“Spretty great init?" He started, before laughing. "| bet that you're gonna be absolutely amazin’ Vi. | can count 


on that much. You always are." 


Vienna blushed a little - not an regular occurrence for the usually rather cocky girl, but still, internally she 


was still very shy and unused to such compliments about her or her skills. 

"Thanks Buck, really. Means a lot to me." 

He inclined his head. 

"No problem. You're gonna kill it out there. | believe in you all” 

Vienna hugged the male, before walking off and waving. 

"Bye Bucky!" She laughed, and he grinned at her. 

"Bye Vil" 

KKK 

Onstage, things were amazing. 

It all seemed to go by in a blur, and half the time, it didn't even feel like she was performing. She just played. 
It came naturally to her, but she was still nervous at times, gazing at the waves of people. 

Out at the front of the crowd, some girls held a banner up above their heads, asking Andrew to fuck them. 


During the break whilst Andrew talked to everyone, Vienna spotted the girls and their banner, and she almost 
choked. 


As Andrew paused, she took to the mic. 


"Hey! Girlies over there with the banner!" She pointed to them. "Yeah! You! I'm sure Andrew would love to see 


you after the show!" She called out, and they screamed. 
Hastily, Andrew grabbed the mic off of the blonde rhythm guitarist, and laughed awkwardly. 


"Haha! Very funny Vil But I'm sure my partner wouldn't be very appreciative of that!" He laughed, glancing 
over at Bill, who shook his head, laughing. 


On all current accounts, Andrew didn't actually have a partner, so he certainly caught people off their guard. 
Vienna couldn't help but keep snickering to herself as she glanced at the blushing Andrew, before retaking her 


place on stage. 


"Okay guys! We're gonna have Vienna's lil guitar solo break now, and she can entertain her with whatever crap 
she has to spout. Yeah, that's right. The rhythm guitarist is gonna do a guitar solo, let the girl try." Andrew 
teased, before sticking his finger up at the younger girl. 


"Go to Hell Andrew!" Vi called back, watching as Bill, Casey and Andy moved off of the stage, and backstage, for 
the little time they had before Vi finished all her soloing and talking to the crowd, 


Being up there, completely by herself, was hard for Vi at times, but it also provided a thrill that she rarely 


ever got when she offstage. 

It was an almost ethereal experience for her and she enjoyed it all the time. She loved it. 

With her fingers running dexterously up and down the neck of her guitar, she let herself go. She'd never been 
very good at lead guitar, or doing solos or anything, but she did have a few little melodies and things of that 


nature that she liked to play. 


Meanwhile, backstage, Casey and Bill laughed and joked inbetween sharp moans with each other while several 


fans they'd left backstage sat sucking them off. 


Over to the side, Andrew sat awkwardly, watching the two before getting up and moving to grab a glass of 
beer that the techies had left for him, and drinking it, he sighed. 


The crowd erupted in applause and he smiled fondly. 
That girl was seriously going to go far, he could see it now. 


As the girls that Casey and Bill had backstage were left behind, the three men moved to the stage again when 
Vienna had finished, and Andrew clapped her on the shoulder. 


"Good job Vipes." Andrew said with a grin, using the nickname she'd been dubbed in a previous magazine shoot. 
‘Viper Venom’. It had stuck ever since. Just like how another magazine labelled her ‘The Jackal of Bay Area 
Metal. She never caught onto why. They said it was because she was lanky, thin, and had looks like she'd 


devour you. Vi ignored that and tried to find her own reason. 


The girl laughed, watching as Andrew moved to the microphone again, and they played the second half of their 
set. 


eR 


Backstage, the mood was ecstatic. Everyone was pumped and congratulating each other, and the only thing 
missing was the band that was meant to meet them backstage. 


The plane they were on was delayed, so they didn’t even make it to the concert. 

Still, it was still a great time for all, and everyone was happy. 

Casey was off with a few fans, same with Bill, and Andrew and Vienna took the time to sit together and have a 
good time, drinking beer, eating the celebratory food set out for them all, talking with the techies and 
backstage crew. 

Bucky joined them, and looking to Vi, he smiled. 

"I told you that you were gonna do good Vil" He said with a grin, and Vienna smiled fondly. 

"You did. Thanks Buck. You must've given us some good luck or something. You're our new good luck charm." 
She laughed, and Bucky did too, getting up and moving to hang out with the other members of the backstage 
crew. 


It was amazing, and Vienna knew that this world tour was going to be an amazing one. 


They were awesome. 


Chapter Nine 


Author's Notes: 
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Vienna sat on her bed in the tour bus, staring up at the bunk above her and picking at one of the stray coils 
of fabric that attached itself to the bed. The bus itself, wasn't in England when they did their London show. It 
stayed in the main part of Europe, and they took the plane hired out to them, to get to London. It was weird. 
The crew had everything set up. Buses, planes, cars, whatever. It felt.. Strange.. Having other people set up all 
this stuff. At least to Vienna it did anyway. 


The door of the tour bus flew open and the sound of hushed murmurs were heard, which Vienna abruptly 
tried to block out, considering she had been trying to sleep for the past three hours. Touring screwed up your 
whole inner body clock, and if you slept too little, you'd barely be able to perform, from the deprivation of 
sleep, but on the flip side, if you slept too long, you'd become groggy and sluggish, and that was never good. It 
was a catch-22 and there wasn't really anything you could do about it. A shame, really. 


The rather gross sound of kissing was heard, and the tension of the bunk's springs reached Vienna's ears. 


Peering over in the dark bus, she spotted Casey's shape with another female, and sighing softly, she ran her 
fingers through her bleach blonde hair, preparing to say something. 


‘| love you Casey, really." The girl mumbled, and Vienna had to contain her laugh because she knew this wasn't 
true. They'd done a gig a while back. This was probably one of the fans. The groupies. It was pathetic. But to be 
honest, she wouldn't blame them. She probably would too, if she had the opportunity to be approached by a 


band member she liked. 
"Yeah. Same here Georgie." He replied, unconvincingly. 


"Hey, kids?" Vienna started, clearing her throat in the process and watching as the two shot up, hitting their 


heads on the other bunk above them and crying out simultaneously in pain 


"Vi?l" Casey exclaimed, and ‘Georgie’ turned on the light on the wall nearby, staring at the rhythm guitarist and 


backup vocalist. 


"| appreciate you two lovebirds meeting each other and all, but I'm trying to sleep here, so if, like, maybe you 


could do that somewhere else.." Vi mused in a somewhat bored fashion, before snickering softly to herself. 


Casey appeared maddened for a second, like his experience was now going to be ruined. Like he couldn't just 


take it somewhere else, but soon, his expression softened, the longer he stared at the blonde girl, instead of at 


the brunette he was with, and whilst Vi felt just a little uncomfortable under his piercing gaze, it was also 


sweet in a way. 

They'd been friends for a while, and she did appreciate that he held feelings for her. 

She just couldn't reciprocate them. 

"Maybe you should get out of here!" Georgie exclaimed, and Vi scoffed. 

‘Im just trying to sleep in my tour bus, in my bunk" She murmured, and the groupie sneered. 
"Well, you're not the only one in the ba-" 

"Enough. Georgie. We're done for the night." 

"But - But Casey! | lo-" 

"Done" 


And with that, he pushed her out of the bus and shut the door, sitting back on his bed and staring at Vi, 


brown eyes looking straight into blue. 

"What?" Vi asked, averting staring at him for too long, because she was feeling more awkward by the second. 
"What's your deal with me and other girls? You dont.” Casey faltered. "You don't like me that way." 

Vi groaned. 


"There's no issue with it Case, | just don't like knowing you and whats-her-name are gonna do it right there 


while I'm right here." She told him, exasperation laden in her voice already. 
"No, there's something more." Casey mumbled, and Vis groan grew increasingly louder, and more aggravated. 


"for fanden skyld. Casey.. Get over yourself. There's nothing going on. | just - | dont want you to be fucking 


someone right there in front of me!" 


"| get it. Okay. Do you want me to leave you alone?" Casey asked, and Vi clicked her tongue against the roof of 


her mouth. 


"| dunno. You can stay if you want. But yeah, I'm trying to get at least five hours sleep. | dunno." She sighed, 


and Casey hummed. 


"l'Il see what Bill and Andrew are doing. Enjoy yourself there Vi" Casey murmured, before standing up and 


leaving the tour bus. 
Vi stood up too, and moved to the window to stare out as Casey traversed the parking lot. 


Breathing a weary sigh, she shut the curtains and climbed back into bed for another several hours of 


restlessness. 


Before she could however, there was another knock at the door, and with another groan, Vi swung herself out 


of bed once more, and opened the door. 

"What do you want?" She asked, without even looking at who it was. 

"Oh. Hi Vi.. | just wanted to see if you were still awake. l'm sorry if | bothered you or somethin." 
Vienna blinked several times, before mussing her hair. 


"Oh, no. You're not bothering me. Come on in Buck. | thought you'd be hanging out with the other tech guys or 
something, or even Andy and Bill” 


"Nah." Bucky mumbled. "They were borin. Anyway, | have to ask ya somethin." 
Vienna looked at him, not giving an answer but showing she was receptive to whatever he had to ask. 
Shuffling his feet awkwardly, Vienna couldn't help but find the man's antics to be quite cute, really. 


"Well.. Uh.. | just wanted t know, if you.. um.. Wanted to go to.. Well.. go on. A.. Uh.. A date with me.. Maybe? 
Sorta..? | don't know.. Ya don't have to." 


Vienna looked like a deer in headlights for but a moment, before smiling at him. 
"Um.. Sure Bucky. Honestly, I'd love to." 


In that moment, Buck Henry looked like the luckiest man alive. 


Chapter Ten 
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"| don't understand" Bucky started, scratching at his chin as he stared over at Vienna, and she shrugged. 
"Neither Buck. Everyone thinks they can just fuckin’ walk over me. Is it because l'm a chick?" 

"| wouldn't do that to ya Vi." The male sighed, and Vi nodded. 

"I know you wouldn't Buck. You get me." She told him absent-mindedly, and he smiled softly. 

"I get ya" He repeated softly, and Vienna grinned back at him. 


"So, enough about my problems Bucky-boy." Vi sighed, and Bucky reclined further in his seat, snickering at the 


nickname as he raised his beer to his lips. 

The |F-almost-20 year old girl clicked her tongue against the roof of her mouth, staring at the older male and 
gazing at his features. Her parents had always told her that European senses were sharper than that of the 
Americans’ senses. She had an eye for beauty, even in the strangest places. Her optimism about people could 
also be her bane, however. 

She just had to take a look at her boyfriend at I5 and lb to see why that sunny outlook could ruin a person. 
‘| want you to know Vi.. That | think that you look real pretty.. Just sayin." 

Vienna blushed a little, smiling at Bucky widely. 

"Well, thanks, really Bucky. | don't.. You look real handsome too." 

Bucky was scruffy, as he usually was, but he did try. Vienna honestly appreciated it. 

Today, she wore a baggy, off the shoulder long-sleeve shirt, and light, white washed jeans, with a pair of 
aviator sunglasses sat upon her head. Buck just wore a Led Zeppelin t-shirt and a pair of black skinnies. 


Nothing too fancy, really. 


"Thanks Vi.. So, like, | don't really know how dates work. | haven't been on one for a while." He started shyly, 


and as Vienna gazed around the area of the café they were at, she spotted the newest guest. 


His eyes were a startling olive green, and seemed to pierce the girl's very soul when they rested upon her. his 
hair was the colour of carob and was long, but the style, however, was a little strange. It looked like he was 
just growing out of a mullet or something, but somehow, he pulled it off. He glanced at Vienna one more time, 
smiling softly, before moving to his seat. She didn't know why, but there was just something about him that 
captivated her. 

The girl blushed madly, before turning her attention back to Bucky. 


"You're doing fine." She murmured softly, barely thinking about the nice male who'd asked her on this date in 
the first place, she was transfixed on this new visitor. 


"Hey, Vi.2" Bucky began, and Vienna cleared her throat 

"Yeah Bucky.2" She responded, smiling at him 

"You okay? You look. Distracted, or somethin’. | don't really know what or anythin” 

Vi felt guilty, unable to stop the small glances to the seat that the mystery new patron that she was giving 


‘lm fine Bucky, I'm just, I'm having so much fun. | haven't been asked on a date by a genuinely not creepy dude 


for like.. So long." She sighed. 

Bucky grinned, blushing vividly, whilst Vi bit her lip in guilt. 

eK 

Bucky had offered to take Vienna home, but she'd politely declined, telling him that she had to go pick up a few 
things anyway. 


As she stood outside a nearby shop, she accepted the kiss that Buck had for her cheek, and after waiting to 
make sure he'd left, she quickly darted back into the café, scoping the area for the mystery guy. 


She found him, still sitting there by himself, shades slid down his face, as if he was hiding or something, but 


Vienna couldn't forget him, cheesy as it was. She never forgot a face. 
She cleared her throat, tussling bleached hair for a moment before looking at him. 


"Uh." She began, her Danish accent coming through more prominently with her awkwardness. "Is anyone sitting 
here?" She asked, and the stranger looked to her, smirking again. 


"No, not at all." 


Vienna was surprised when she heard a similar accent leave his lips. 
"Oh! Nice. Cool. That's neat." The blonde mumbled, sitting beside him and smiling at him. 


What the Hell? 


She was never this awkward around anyone. She was normally really chill, really cool, really restrained, but the 
butterflies arose in her stomach and quickly she scanned over the list of all her partners. 


Pretty short, anyway. 
There was Matthew, at I5 and lb, and then there was June. Her dearest Juniper Woodgate. 


Juniper was Vienna's girlfriend, and previous partner. It was fairly on the downlow, because any relationship Vi 


would have would be on the downlow, but God, she really did love that girl. 

Juniper was absolutely stunning, pretty chestnut brown hair, that hung over her shoulders beautifully, 
twinkling brown eyes, a golden laugh that made you feel like you were on Cloud 9, everytime you heard it. But 
alas, Juniper had to move away, and her parents caught wind of their relationship and wanted an end to it 
immediately. 

So mutually, Vi and June broke it off. 

June was younger than Vi anyway, whilst Vi had been about I8 or 19, Juniper was lb or I. 

That was another reason, minus the whole ‘girl/girl relationship’, and ‘moving away’ thing. 


Vi had moved on by now, but she definitely did not regret dating that girl, not one bit. 


But still, here she was, giggling and laughing awkwardly with this guy, who looked older then her by a fair bit, 
but still. 


He was shorter than her. That was for sure. How short? Who knew? Maybe about 5'6"? Vi was 5110", like 
Bucky, so that was funny to her. Mainly because Vienna was amused by anything and everything. 


"My name's Vienna. Vienna Treskow" She began, and the stranger raised a brow. 
"From Toxin? Nice. I'm Lars." He started. "Lars Ulrich. I'm a drummer.” He mused, like it was no big deal at all. 
Vienna's lips pursed together, pretty blue eyes widened a little. 


‘Lars Ulrich.. Where was that name familiar...” 


Vienna's mind was fuzzy and weird, at least to her anyway. She couldn't focus. She couldn't concentrate. She 
didn't know why. Everytime she looked at this guy, she felt.. Strange. It wasn't that it was love at first sight 
or anything.. He was just really attractive, and he was talking to her. She was arrogant and cocky at times, 
sure, but she was still a giggly, shy person in general. At least internally. 


"0-0h.." She stuttered, confused at her current behaviour. "Nice! Uh.. If you don't mind me asking.. Where are 
you.. Is that an accent.. Or am | delirious?" She asked, and Lars laughed. 


"Denmark." 
Vienna grinned. 
‘Same here." She replied cheerily, and Lars shook his head in amusement. 


"Thought so.." He trailed off, scanning the area of the café as he stirred his coffee with the spoon by the 


provided saucer. 

"So.. Vienna.. What made you wanna come and talk to little ol me?" Lars asked, and she shrugged. 
"| don't know." She admitted, and he smirked. 

| saw you with that other guy. Does he know you're here?" 


"No. His name's Buck. He asked me out on a date, just like, a mutual friend get-together, | don't really know, and 
| just -- | don't know. This sounds creepy as fuck but | felt like | just had to talk to you." 


Lars breathed out a sigh before he lifted his coffee to his small, yet perfectly shaped lips. 

Vienna watched them, before darting her eyes back up to his. 

Its not creepy." Lars trailed off as he sat his coffee cup back down upon the saucer. "I understand that fine. 
l'm a believer of Fate and stuff anyway. If you felt like you had to talk to me, | accept that. | don't mind 
anyway, you're gorgeous." 

Vienna blushed like her face was on fire. 

"Stop." She mumbled suddenly, and he looked at her incredulously. 

"What? Did | say something wrong..°" Lars asked, before quickly adding, "That wasn't my intention." 


But Vienna shook her head. 


"No, no, | just. Stop. You're embarrassing me. And besides, | gotta focus on music, not dudes. | live for the 


music. Metal's in my veins." She teased, and Lars laughed. 
If only she knew how much of a smooth talker this guy was. 
"Same here." He sighed, before checking his watch. 


"Ah," He started. "Well, | have to go meet my own band for our own recording. Maybe.. Fate will let us see 


each other again." He murmured, and Vi smiled softly, 


"Maybe." She sighed, and Lars smiled softly at her, standing up and as they said their goodbyes, they both 
began parting ways as they left on opposite sides of the footpath. 


Vienna giggled like a fool as she thought about the recent events. 
God.. She felt like a stupid 13 year old girl again 
#4 


"What's up Vi?" The 29 year old male asked, flicking his cigarette against his fingers as the little grey, papery 
ashes fell from the tip and into the ashtray. 


Vienna looked to Andrew with a slightly giddier smile than normal on her lips. 

"Nothing. Really. Bucky and | went on a date." 

Andrew quirked a brow. 

"-- ‘Bucky'..2" He asked, seemingly confused. 

"One of the backstage crew! Buck Henry! Same height as Vi, country-hick accent, kinda cute cowboy kid” Bill 


called out from the ‘kitchen’ of the tour bus. Barely any room to do anything, but it was enough for a coffee 


or a small feed. 
"Ohh-hh..” Andrew trailed off, smiling back at Vienna. 


"So you clearly had fun.. Any sparks or anything?" He teased, before frowning as Vienna darted her eyes away, 
biting her lip. 


"0-Oh.. Yeah. There was somethin’.." She lied, and Andrew pursed his lips, watching as Bill sat down on one of 
the seats in the bus, beside Andrew, and they watched the blonde girl like hawks. 


Vienna, feeling bad, couldn't contain herself anymore. 


"Okay, okay! So | saw this really cute guy while | was on the date and then when Bucky and | went to go home | 
lied and said | was going to another shop and | went back to the café to talk to the guy!" 


Bill smirked. 

"Called it" 

"You called that?" Vi questioned, lip curled in confusion, and disgust with herself. 
"Just the ‘other guy’ part. Not the details." He mused, and Vi glared at him. 

"Go fuck yourself William." 

Bill laughed. 

"Gladly, but show some respect for your elders little girl” 

Vi stuck her tongue out. 


"Oh yeah, | forget that you're both almost 30 and I'm just 20 years old this year. You're both old men, and 
then Casey and | are just.. Not old Or men. At least, I'm not." She laughed, shaking her head. 


Bill grinned at her, Andrew sighing in exasperation. 

"So, what's his name?" Andrew asked, and Vienna hesitantly clicked her teeth together for a moment. 
"Lars." She sighed dreamily, but they didn't let up. They wanted a last name too. "Lars Ulrich." 

The girl paused, and Andrew and Bill exchanged glances. 

“Lars Ulrich’ did you say?" Bill asked, and Vienna nodded. 

"Shit, man! You just - You were - You were talking to." Bill seemed to get increasingly more excited, giggling 
like a fool. "You were talking to Lars Ulrich! Are you that fucking dumb Vienna?! He's the drummer for 


Metallica!" He exclaimed. 


So that was where the name sounded familiar.. Of course.. Vienna, in her giddiness was so ‘captivated by Lars’ 


‘beauty’ that she totally didn't put the face to the name, or make that connection at all 


And with that, Vienna blushed even more at her realisation that she was sitting with the drummer of 


Metallica. The drummer of the band Casey had plastered all over his side of the tour bus. 


But she'd also singlehandedly and mentally ditched Bucky for this guy. 


Bucky. The dude that she loved with all her heart for his warmth and compassion. 

For some random famous dude who was probably a fucking douchelord. 

Nice one Vienna. Nice one. 

Casey arose from his bunk, as the tour bus hit a pothole, and with a string of swearing after the initial bang 
of a skull against a steel beam echoed around the bus, it didn't take long before the brown eyed drummer was 


sitting with the three other members of Toxin too. 


"By the way Vi," He groggily mumbled, rubbing his eyes of any sleep. "Bucky wanted me to tell ya that he had 


lots of fun on the date and he wants to do it again sometime." 

The bitterness was laden in the 2l year old's voice, and a strangled noise left Vienna's throat. 

Casey raised a brow as Bill sat there, cackling like a madman, with Andrew trying to calm him down, 
"Great! Fantastic! Did he tell you that earlier? Well, yeah, of course! ‘Cos you were asleep! Yay! Fantastic!” 


Vienna managed to get out, swallowing a hard lump in her throat, before walking to the front of the bus to sit 
with the driver, internally screaming for what felt like hours. 


Chapter Eleven 


Author's Notes: 
james' non binary partner is a gift to a friend~ 


Vienna stood there with Casey and Bucky as the boys cheered and yelled, watching the Metallica show. She 
stood there helplessly, watching the way that the frontman, bassist and lead guitarist interacted with each 


other on stage, the singer's booming and commanding voice sending chills down Vi's spine. 


As he spoke, Vienna sighed, standing close enough to him with Bucky and Casey, that she could almost smell 
the frontman's beer breath. 


How did Vienna even get to this stupid show? Oh yeah.. Bucky. 
That poor fool leapt up to her like a happy puppy, and pulled out a ticket. 


"Wanna go with me Vi? Ya don't have to. | just wanted to know because | managed to get a spare from my 


friend Daniel. He's a backstage worker for Metallica, so yeah." 


She remembered looking at Bucky, with the most forced smile on her face (she could've been in pain and you 


wouldn't be able to tell the difference) as she took the ticket that she was offered. 


"S-Sure thing Buck. I'd love to go with youl" She exclaimed, rubbing the back of her neck sheepishly before 
returning the kiss the hick gave to her cheek. 


She couldn't break his poor little heart. He was far too nice. 


Casey was just there because he loved Metallica, and it was by coincidence that Buck, Vi and the drummer had 
managed to bump into each other. 


So now, Vienna Treskow was here, watching the show through the yelling Metallica fans, and she just wanted to 


hide away. 

Her cornflower blue eyes raked over the set for a moment before they lingered on the drummer. 
Oh God.. 

Lars... 


Why did she have to let her own curiosity get the better of her? Why did she go and ditch Bucky to go talk 


to that idiot instead? 


That idiot with the amazingly nice looking hair, that was like, a gazillion times better than hers, in her own 


opinion. 
That idiot with the piercing green eyes. 
That stupid idiot who was causing her to indirectly hurt the feelings of the nicest guy she knew. 


The show continued for a while, and when it was finished, and the crowd left, leaving the trashed stadium, Vi 
turned to as well, but she was stopped short by the backstage worker for Toxin 


"Vi." Bucky began, mouth close to her ear so she could hear amongst the noise. 

"What is it Bucky?" Vienna replied, itching to get home. Or at least, back to the tour bus. 
"Come backstage with me! We're allowed! Its my surprise for youl” 

Fuck. 

Unable to resist the man's antics, Vienna sighed deeply. 


"Sure thing Buck. Let's go. But you kinda wrecked the surprise." She mumbled, and realising what had happened, 
Buck blushed vividly. 


‘0-Oh. I'm really stupid. Crap." He laughed, and Vienna shook her head, grinning as she watched Casey leave. 
“Stokay Buck. It's still real nice of you." She sighed, watching as Bucky took her hand and led her to the 
backstage area, and the hubbub of the people around them truly captivated Vi. She loved concerts. She loved 
being there. She loved performing. But being backstage at someone else's concert was different. There was an 
air of.. Mystery about it.. 


Scanning the area, she spotted the lead singer, and he grinned at her as Bucky led her in. 


"| know everyone in this band." Bucky told her. "They're real great. I'm sure you'll get along with ‘em real well 


Vi" 
Vienna struggled not to choke on her own spit. 
"Aw, really? Thanks Buck! I'll - Ill try!" 


He grinned at her. 


"Good!" He exclaimed happily, waving at the lead singer. 

"You probably already know all their names.." He sighed. "So that's good. | don't have tintroduce you to ‘em all." 
He laughed, obviously spotting the guy who got tickets for them in the first place, because he made a beeline 
straight over there. 


"Hey Dan!" Buck exclaimed, tussling his brown hair as he looked at the Metallica backstage worker. 


"Hey Buck!" Daniel laughed, looking to Vienna. "This your girlfriend?" He asked, and both Bucky and Vienna 
blushed. 


"No!" They both simultaneously replied, and Daniel grinned. 

"Not yet anyway." The Metallica worker trailed off, and Vi glared. 

‘lm gonna go see if | can't talk to any of the members.." She mumbled, and Bucky shrugged. 

“Sure thing Vi. Have fun" 

"| will, thanks Buck" 

Vienna looked around, spotting the lead guitarist giggling at something the bassist had said. Kirk and Jason. 
Jason had kind of been bullied a lot, according to Casey, when he joined the band, especially by Kirk. But now it 
looked like they were best buddies. That was good, at least. But still, if Vi was Jason, she'd be a little more 
apprehensive about it. Or maybe she wouldn't. It had happened before. 

Her pretty blue eyes spotted the singer, and she smiled at him again. That was James. The one with the wicked 
stage presence, who everyone wanted to be. He had his arm around a girl's waist, before giving her a loving 
kiss on the cheek. 

Vienna listened to the conversation. 

"You and your girlfriend are like, the power couple of metal, man!" Someone exclaimed. An interviewer maybe? 
James grimaced. 

"Not my girlfriend. Get it right. They don't like that. Its rude. Come on, lets go get something to drink." 

His partner appeared to beam at him, and Vienna smiled softly. 


Finally, her eyes landed on the drummer. Lars. 


Her heart skipped a few beats and she had to stop herself from giggling at the way he flipped his hair, all 


majestic-like. He had a crowd of women around him, and he was telling them some enthralling story, obviously, 


considering how interested in him they seemed. 
Or maybe they were just standard groupies, and Lars was smooth-talking them, as was his reputation 
Soon, he spotted Vi, standing off a little bit, watching him, and he smirked. 


"Ah! Ladies, | want you to meet my friend Vienna. Y'know, rhythm guitarist and backup vocalist for Toxin. You 
might know her." 


‘Friend’? They'd met once and talked for like, IO minutes. Vi didn't see how ‘friend’ was possible. 

Some of the girls glared a little bit as Lars motioned Vienna over, and slung an arm around her waist. 
Vienna tried to hide her blush. 

She felt pathetic. She'd never let her feelings get in the way of her music career before. 


Maybe it was just because a famous guy was paying attention to her. She too was kinda famous, but Metallica 


was an amazingly well known band, and so it was different. 
"Ladies, I'll have to leave you. Viper and | have a bit of catching up to do." 


Lars, with his arm still around Vienna's waist, walked with her over to the buffet table, and he grabbed an egg 
sandwich, immediately taking a bite of it. 


Tentatively, Vienna grabbed one too, taking small nibbles of it as her eyes darted to meet Lars’. It was kind of 
funny to her, how she was taller than him. She normally liked guys her height or taller. But suddenly she was 


swooning over someone shorter than her. Call her superficial but.. 


Lars smiled at her as he finished his sandwich triangle, but Vi was still not even halfway finished hers by the 


time Lars was onto the beer, giving Vi a bottle too. 

"So, | told you Fate would let us meet each other again.” He trailed off, and Vi shrugged. 
"Yeah, you were right | guess." She mumbled, and he laughed. 

"That same guy from your date's here. You two an item yet or..?" 

Vienna shook her head. 


"No. | just feel bad every time he asks me out or whatever." 


She glanced over at Bucky, hoping he didn't hear her, even though he was so far away. 

Lars just laughed again. 

"You're cold, woman" He sighed, and she narrowed her eyes. 

“Cold'? | thought | was being nice!" 

Lars shrugged. 

"If you were being nice, you wouldn't be tugging him along like this." 

Vienna bit her lip. 

He was right. 

"Go to Hell." She mumbled softly, and Lars snickered. 

"A seat's already reserved for me." The Dane sighed, glancing at Vienna with mischief in his eyes. 


The two spoke for a while, drinking (even though Vienna still had until the following year left)and just enjoying 


each other's company. 

Vi hoped that Bucky had forgotten about her, but it was still playing on her mind. 

ff you were being nice, you wouldnt be tugging him along like this 

The sad thing was, was that Lars was right, despite what a massive douche he seemed. 


So the two continued to drink, Lars laughing at Vienna when she was tipsy, since while she did drink, it wasn't 
enough for her body to get used to it, whereas Lars seemed to be a hardened veteran to it. 


She'd discovered that he was 21 years old that year, in December, like her, which was something that to be 
honest, didn't surprise her that much. He looked around the same age as Andy and Bill anyway. 


Lars and Vienna stood outside of the whole venue, deciding earlier after having more drinks, to take it outside 
so they could both smoke, resting up against the wall as they talked into the night, laughing and just enjoying 
each other's company. It was nice, really, and it felt like an escape from the burdens of being in her band - no 


matter how much she loved it - and from stressing over Buck 


There was something about the drummer that was just.. Really comforting and relaxing to surround herself 


with. 


The drinking had stopped her from feeling so awkward, and helped her talk like she normally did anyway, 
without the blushing and the stuttering, so Vienna just felt more relaxed and comfortable in her own skin now, 


talking to Lars. 


"So is there anyone wanting to be your boyfriend Vienna? Minus, Bucky, of course.. | mean.. You're fucking hot 
as shit, so..?" Lars asked, catching the girl off her guard just a little bit, before she shrugged. 


"Nah. There are a few who want to be, but | prefer to focus on the music instead, like | told you when we 


first met." She mused, and he nodded. 


"You sure there wouldn't be a case where that might be different?" He murmured, and Vi could feel that faint 
blush she usually had around him returning. 


"Maybe. One day. | don't know." 

Lars glanced at her, green eyes lingering on the blonde guitarist as he hummed a little. 

"Same here." He sighed, still watching her, and as their eyes connected, it seemed like a millennium had passed 
between them, but still just seconds. They watched each other with a great deal of intensity, and before 
Vienna knew it, Lars had drawn awfully close to her, their lips almost a hairsbreadth apart, and the drummer's 


hand smoothed her cheek as his eyelids fluttered shut. 


However, to his surprise, she pulled away, blushing furiously as she averted his gaze, and Lars was left 


hanging there. 
He scratched his chin as he straightened himself up, and he watched Vi, almost helplessly, 
"l-Im sorry. | uh -- | should go." She stuttered quickly, walking off hastily. 

"Vienna!" Lars called after her, but it was too late. 

Seeing Bucky, she grabbed him by the sleeve of his t-shirt, and tugged him away. 


"We're leaving now Bucky." She told him quickly, not listening as Lars ran back inside, and everyone started 
muttering about their quick exit of the backstage area 


She pulled Bucky to the parking lot, and they climbed into his pickup truck, telling the male to drive back to her 
hotel room, since they'd stopped in Germany on the way. Hamburg. The only reason that they'd bumped into 
Metallica was because they too were doing a world tour at the moment, but still. They were set to leave to 


the next location like, in a day. IT was sheer coincidence the two bands even met. 


She didn't want to be on the bus all the time, so hotel rooms were the next best thing, and as Bucky pulled 
into the parking space and they made their way upstairs and into her ‘slice of shabby paradise’ as she had 


called it, she couldn't help but keep thinking that after only talking to Lars on two occasions, he had tried to 


kiss her. She was as conflicted about that, as she was curious. 
Opening the door, Bucky looked at her strangely. 
"What was all that about Vienna? Did something happen? Did someone try to hu--" 


He was cut off by the girl's lips pressed against his firmly. She was forcing it. She didn't want to kiss him at 
all but she needed something, anything, to get her mind off of him. Off of Lars. 


She kissed Bucky and she kissed him for a while, winding her fingers through his brown hair and waiting for 
him to reciprocate it, which eventually, he did. His hands wrapped around her waist as he kissed her back, and 
they fell onto the couch in the room, seemingly lost in each other's holds. 

They kissed more, Vienna going to pull off her leather jacket, and Bucky tugged off his shirt. 

He nearly got her to her underwear too, his hand cupping her breast in his own male-instinct. 


But soon, hot tears fell down Vienna's face, and Bucky noticed it, and quickly pulled away. 


"V-Vi..? W-What's wrong?" He asked, caressing her cheeks to wipe away the salty tears as he looked at her, 


concerned, worried, and confused. 

"| =- Nothing Bucky." She mumbled, and he shook his head. 

"You gotta tell me Vi.. | won't be mad, | promise” 

She bit her lip hard, lips already cracked and raw, before she rubbed her eyes. 

yi 

The Danish girl looked away from Bucky, guilt laden on her face, and soon, he caught on 


"You -- You don't like me do ya..?" He asked quietly, and as more tears left her crystal-like eyes, he smiled 
weakly. 


"l-HĦ's okay.. | mean. | don't understand why you'd kiss me when ya don't like me, but it's okay, l'm not mad at 
you, or upset, really." He trailed off, but to Vienna, that wasn't enough. 


lm horrible Bucky. I'm so sorry. I'm so sorry." She repeated, and Bucky pulled her in close to him, laying her 
head against his bare, tanned chest as she listened to his steady breathing. 


"You're not a horrible person though.. Vi.. Please. | hate hearing you talk like that." He mumbled, running his 


fingers through her bleached hair. 


"| am.. | am, | am, | am." She hissed, before muttering a string of Danish words. She was insulting herself. 


Calling herself pathetic, a tramp, a whore, a slut. All of that. 

"Vienna, listen to me. You're not horrible. | don't know why you kissed me, and naturally, it hurts a little tind 
out that your crush don't like you and the kiss meant nothin’, but it ain't your fault Vi. | know somethin’ 
spooked ya back there. What was it. C'mon.. You can tell me." 


Vienna swallowed thickly, looking up at Bucky before resting her head back against his chest. 


"Lars. He came onto me. A-And -- We've talked before.. And | uh -- | think | might like him.. Maybe. But he 
tried to kiss me.. And | -- | got scared. I'm sorry." She mumbled, and Bucky nodded. 


"S'okay Vi, really. Did you want me to leave?" He asked her, and after a little silence, Vienna made a noise to 
show she didn't want him to go. 


"Do you.. Do you think you could stay the night? l-ls that okay?" She asked, and Bucky nodded softly. 


“Course it is Vi, I'd be happy to. How about, you go have a shower, and I'll see what you got, food wise, and 


see if | can make somethin’ for us to eat?" 

Vienna smiled fondly. 

"lid like that. Thanks Buck" 

“Sino trouble, really’ 

As he stood up however, Vienna could see the slight pain in his eyes, and she felt horrible. She felt absolutely 
disgusting, so she moved to have her shower as quickly as she could, so she wouldn't have to look at him for 


a while. 


And the worst part was, was that she was still thinking about Lars. 


Chapter Twelve 


"Vienna" The slightly higher than usual mumble of the Metallica guitarist started, and the blonde looked to the 


owner of the voice. 

Dark curls pooled over onto his shoulders, with little forehead ones spiraling off of his forehead. His big, doe- 
like brown eyes looked at Vienna worryingly, and a slender, slightly tanned hand extended towards her own pale 
one, but she recoiled. 

"Kirk, seriously." She muttered through gritted teeth, and a small noise akin to a whine left his throat. 

"Vi." He mumbled, but the girl wasn't hearing it. 

"Lars i-is really sorry, seriously, h-he just - he just wants to know. 

"He tried to kiss me Kirk! He just - I'm --.." 


Kirk bit his lip. 


"I know, but.. He really does want to make up, really. He wants to say sorry. He thinks with his dick, h-he can't 
help it" 


"| don't - | don't care Kirk." 


Vienna was a stubborn fool, and she wasn't giving in easily, no matter how much she wanted to. To be honest, 
she kind of wanted to kiss him. She'd be lying if she said she hadn't been fantasizing about what it would feel 
like; his oh-so-perfectly shaped lips against hers, kissing her slowly. 


Mainly because Vienna was a lovestruck fool when she wanted to be, but she'd never admit to his face that 


she was crushing on him. 
No way. 
The last time she had let a guy get to her, it had ended horribly. 


She was l4 or I5, when she graduated school. It was her goal to when she promised to join the band. She 
almost considered dropping out though. It was excruciatingly hard but she knuckled down and did it, and her 
parents were very proud of her, but when she ran away with Casey (who just dropped out) to join the San 
Francisco based metal band, Aaliyah and Lysander Treskow were not impressed. At least they had their eldest 


son to go off.. He was in the military and served in the Grenada Campaign. 


Felix, on the other hand, was the middle child, and didn't really know what he was doing. He'd finished highschool, 


but he'd never particularly wanted to anything. He worked, at the moment, as a technician, and he helped 


Vienna understand the backstage crew a little better, so she could talk about stuff. 


Vi was young when she graduated So young, that though she had passed with flying colours, she only knew as 
much as a l4 or I5 year old really did So Andrew and Bill took it upon themselves to try and answer any 


question she had, within reason, and if they knew the answer. 


Andrew especially felt awful that Vi had left school at 14, Casey too. He was lb years old and a drop out, but 
Vi.. She was talented sure, and so remarkably gifted when she had auditioned for the band, but she was so 
young, and still to this day, Vienna wondered if things would've been different. 


Maybe she wouldn't have been taken advantage of so easily. Maybe she would've been smarter. 


Maybe she wouldn't have been in a world famous band, if she had just done school and finished it at the same 


time as everyone else. 


But back to where the story originally started; Vienna dated a guy at just about lb years old, named Matthew 


Fingal. Biggest mistake ever. 


It was innocent enough at first, but he cheated on her, and emotionally abused her. He'd even hit her a few 


times. 


He tried to take her virginity, and when she didn't want to give it, he didn't see that as good enough, and left 


her. 


However, instead of shying away from dating, she just jumped into a relationship with Juniper. Thinking about it, 
she realized that it could've been because there was a certain degree of intimacy that came more naturally 


with females rather than with men 

Juniper understood her and Juniper loved her as much as she could. 

It just couldn't be, and that was fine. 

But sitting here with Kirk, listening to the little curly haired guitarist desperately trying to get her to forgive 
Lars for trying to kiss her. For trying to have his way with her probably.. That was hard. Suddenly, those 
feelings with Matthew bubbled to the surface and she felt sick 

"Kirk, | know you mean well." The Danish girl mumbled softly, running her fingers through the corkscrew curls 
of the doe-eyed older boy. "But.. | just - | do want to see Lars, but | just.. | don't know if | can.. | don't want to 


be taken advantage of.. Again" 


Kirk frowned, a plump bottom lip protruding as he pouted. 


Vienna looked at him and cursed herself that she didn't want to see him instead of the gross drummer with 


the gorgeous hair (but currently, slightly questionable hairstyle) and pretty eyes. 

Why couldn't she.. No.. It wasn't a crush. She just found Lars attractive, and wanted to kiss him, and maybe, 
have him hold her hand, and stroke her hair.. Not a crush. But why couldn't she want to have that with Kirk? 
He was gorgeous, and just so cute. 


Even James or Jason would've been better choices, to be honest, but Lars? 


Vienna stopped herself in her thoughts, upon the realisation that her whole life was gradually becoming a 
stereotypical teen romance novel, and she cringed a little at the thought. 


"Fine. I'll see Lars. l'm not stressing over this stupid stuff anyway, where is he? Can | see him now? Can | get 


it out of the way?" She asked, and Kirk bit his lip. 
"l-l can get him if you want? W-Would that be okay?" 


Ah, Kirk, with his little stutter that made Vi blush to hear it. His voice was so high, his face so boyish, yet, he 
was the eldest of the band. 


This little, biracial-Filipino boy, with shining eyes and wonky teeth. 


This boy with the insecurities that you could see painted over his face. If he smiled too long, he suddenly 
stopped himself, he didn't eat that much, he felt embarrassed, clearly, whenever he spoke. 


Vienna just wanted to hug him, swaddle him in a warm blanket and kiss him over and over. 
But no. 

"Yeah, if that's okay with you Kirk. You really don't have to." 

‘Its okay Vienna. | just - l-Im glad you want to see him. He's really sorry." 

"I am too." 

So Vienna waited whilst Kirk called Lars, and they spoke for a while. 

| know you're busy Lars.. l'm - l-Im really sorry." 

A pause on the end of the line, before Vienna heard Kirk giggling in that cute, boyish way. 


"Stop. Okay, your jokes aren't funny. Come on.. She wants to see you. | don't care that you're not wearing any 


clothes and you're being lazy. Put some on and get your little European butt down here. What do you mean 


that's hard work? The first time we ever met you were naked.. | just thought it was a European thing Lars.. 
That's why | didn't say anything.. What?! No, | wasn't perving! You have nothing to fucking offer! You did the 
same thing to Jason too. Poor Jason, man. We bully him for that long and he has to see that. Yuu-uuck." 


One more long pause - longer than the others that were waiting for Lars to say anything, and finally, Kirk 
spoke his final words. 


"Just.. Just get down here. We're at Vis hotel room. I'll give you directions. We've only got like, a few shows 
with them opening for us now that Andrew and James got all cozy, so this might be like.. The last chance you 
fuckin’ get." 


The click of the phone on the receiver, after Kirk had directed Lars to where he needed to go, alerted Vienna 


that the conversation was over, and after certain things said, she was a bit of a blushing mess. 
"He's coming now. He's just gotta put on some pants." Kirk giggled again, and Vi smiled fondly. 
"Thank you Kirk, really. You're a sweetheart." 

He beamed. 

"You can't call me that! I'm older than you by eight years!" 

That was true. 

Vienna snickered, shaking her head as she ran her fingers through her bleached, dead hair. 


It was dry, and coarse, as was what happened when you over-bleached it. It wasn't a particularly nice feeling, 


but it was one that Vi was used to. 

You got used to it after a while. She'd been dying her since before she joined the band. 

[3 years old, was when she started. That was something. 

Her parents couldn't complain though. At least it wasn't some outrageous colour like the other girls did. 


So Vienna and Kirk waited for Lars to show, and when the rap of knuckles on the wooden door caught their 


attention, Vi lifted herself up to move and let him in. 
As the door opened, Lars' head was bowed, and as he tilted it upwards, their eyes met again. 
That sharp gaze that he had, seeming to pierce into her core. It was hawk like. 


Whereas Kirk's eyes were round, and smiling, but still bore a sadness about them, and James's eyes were 


tilted, in a way that reminded Vienna of a bloodhound. Jason's were also tilted, but at times they could appear 
very happy, and heartfelt. Despite everything that had happened to him, he adored his band members, and you 
could see it in his eyes, but there could still be hard glint seen. He was tough. He had to be to survive in 


Metallica. They had been disgusting towards him. When Casey told Vienna, she was sickened. 


But still, those eagle-like eyes of Lars’, with the vibrant olive green lenses burying into her soul truly sent a 


shiver down her spine, and her cat-like azure ones avoided his gaze after a while. 
"H-Hi." Vienna mumbled, and Lars rubbed the back of his neck. 
"Hey." He replied, and Vi breathed a shallow sigh. 


"Gud.. Jeg kan ikke beskaeftige sig med dette." Vienna hissed, expressing her discomfort with this whole situation 
Basically, she couldn't deal with it. But all of a sudden, she realised her mistake. 


"Vi har ikke ti, men helt cerligt , så gar du godt" He muttered back with an awkward grin, and Vienna blushed 
vividly. 


‘We don't have to, but honestly, you're doing well: 

Everything he said was just annoying her and grating her nerves. 
Why did she have to be this stupid stereotype of a lovestruck girl? 
She hated it. 

She truly hated it. 

Vienna into the eyes of Lars again, meeting his gaze, and smiling. 


"Lars!" Kirk exclaimed, bounding up to the drummer like a puppy, and at that moment, Vienna thought that 


maybe it was him crushing on the drummer, and not him. 
But then again, there did seem to be something between Jason and Kirk, at least to Vi anyway. 
This got Vienna thinking about James and his partner. 


They ended up being really good friends too, and when Vi craned her neck to look at them, she couldn't help 
but find them really pretty. James was lucky. 


"Lars." Vienna mumbled, and whilst the Dane turned to her, as if thinking she was calling on him for 
something, her face said otherwise. After saying his name, she curled her lip in a mock disgust, before 
laughing, and Kirk did too. 


“Lars' is such a fucking stupid name." He laughed, and Vienna had to snicker in agreement. 


"Hey, blondie here was named after a city in a country she's not even from!" Lars retaliated, and Vi stuck her 


tongue out at him. 
It already felt more comfortable. 


"I like my name." Vienna told them. "It's cool. H's neat. No one has it. Also, I'm just joking man, my brothers are 


Kaspian and Felix. Your name tops theirs by like, 50 times." 

"True." Kirk responded, and the three beamed at each other. 

So the beers were taken out of the fridge, and so was the wine. 

They opted for wine, for added ‘fanciness’, in Vienna's words, and they sat, and they spoke. 
"So, Lars," Vi started, and he looked to her. 

"What is it Vi?" He asked, and beside him, Kirk hummed excitedly. 


She looked at him warmly, her face full of unintended adoration as she gazed at the drummer. "I forgive you.. 


She whispered, and Lars stared at her, taken aback, for whatever reason. 

His voice was hoarse for a moment, before he seemed to find it again. 

Kirk nudged him persistently, trying to get the words out of him. 

"T-Thank you... Vienna." 

The girl looked to Lars, a weak smile on her lips. 

‘It's okay. | just - Sorry | kinda refused to talk to you for like.. Ages." Vienna trailed off, and he laughed. 
‘It's fine. | get it. | mean, we've only spoken to each other twice.. Just - | get it" 

Kirk piped up, his high little voice causing Vienna to blush vividly. He was honestly too cute. 

"He's just not used to having girls turn down his advances!” Kirk giggled, and Lars hit him. 

"That's a lie Kirk!" 


‘Is not! You're so used to talking your way into their pants that you don't know any other way to act with 


girls!" 

Lars scoffed, clearly offended, but Vienna just sat there, giggling like a school girl. 
"You're both dorks. | hate you. How did | even get you in my hotel room Kirk?!" 
Kirk shrugged. 


‘Same coincidental touring dates. The fact that like, James decided you guys should open for us. Lars being a 


whiny baby. Me hitting you up for him." 
Vi choked on another laugh. 
"True." 


The three sat and spoke for a moment, Vienna even letting her gaze slip and move to Lars every now and 


then. 


To her, he was kinda gross, but there was also just.. Something about him.. Something that made her feel like 
this. She hated it, sure, but she couldn't deny it. 


The more they drank, the less aware Vi became, until she was slumped with her head in Lars’ lap and her feet 
in Kirk's. 


"I get to live out my foot fetish, Hell yeah!" Kirk joked, shaking his head. "Yuck, get your dirty feet away from 
me Vil" He laughed, and Vi lifted a leg up to taunt her with her slender, almost ballerina like foot. 


"No. Deal with it. I'm comfy." She laughed, staring up at Lars’ face and winding her fingers through his brown 


hair. 
She got very affectionate, especially when she was under the influence. 


The three were suddenly interrupted by a knock at the door, which grew more and more impatient with each 


rap on the wood. 


Vi stood up and made her way over, unlocking the door and staring into the ghost white face of Andrew 
himself. 


Snapped from her giddy drunken stupor, Vi's face was pulled into one of worry and concern, biting on her 


plump lip. 


"Andy? W-What's wrong?! You look like someone's just died!" She exclaimed, and Andrew swallowed thickly. 


"They may as well have." 

Vienna looked at him in horror, Kirk and Lars peering around to try and see what the fuss was about: 
Carefully, she grabbed the frontman's firm hands, and held them against hers. 

"Andrew?!" 

Andy swallowed again, clearly struggling to wrap his tongue around the words 

"|-H+s Bill, Vienna. H-He.. He overdosed" 
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END PART TWO 


Chapter Thirteen 


Author's Notes: 
feedback and reviews are greatly appreciated <3 <3 


PART THREE: BIOHAZARD 


‘Bil, come on Come on Bil. You can do this. Youre strong for us all. Yeah, thats right. Were all here for you. Look, 
Vienna's hanging out with Lars, | think she's finally found someone.. Yeah Im here for you Bill. Im not leaving your 
side. Id never leave you Bill | love you Bill" 
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"What do you mean, ‘Bill overdosed'?!" Vienna screeched, clearly panicking now as her breathing became less and 


less controlled, and more and more shallow. 


Lars and Kirk leapt up, wrapping arms around her as they tried to pull her back once the girl completely lost it 
and attempted to bash Andrew's chest with her fists. 


It didn't hurt him, but to be honest, he didn't blame her for attacking him like this. He only blamed himself. 
How could this have happened anyway? Surely it wasn't a fatal overdose? Yeah, it couldn't have been one of 
those. Bill was in hospital right now, he was still alive, still breathing.. Andrew had called for an ambulance 


straight away. So yes, he had a fighting chance, definitely. 
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had been sitting with Bill, and it had all been fine, but then the male left to go.. Top up.. 


That was the last time Andrew saw his lifelong best friend and questionable partner for the next 30 minutes. 


He just.. Didn't return from the bathroom, and just like he did so many years ago, Andrew busted down the 
door, but this time, William Finch wasn’t scrambling to clean anything up. 


He was slumped over the counter, vomit stinking up the entire room. He was trembling, and his breathing was 


more irregular than Andrew had ever seen it. 


The syringes lay on the counter, but Andrew knew that this wasn't heroin. The fine, white rocks sitting beside 


said syringes, and the coke setup proved otherwise, but also proved the Russian correct. 


"Bill?!" He yelled out furiously, holding the tan boy in his arms, but he was now more of a sickly pale green 


then the golden brown that Andrew was so used to. 

"A-Ah!" Bill suddenly exclaimed, his eyes snapping open as his breathing started again, even more rapidly, his 
body having spasms in Andrew's arms, and the frontman abruptly realised that his friend was having a seizure 
of sorts. 

Not knowing what to do, Andrew stood up, looking at Bill hesitantly, and in fear. 

'S-Stay there Wills.. Come on. D-Don't -- Don't go anywhere on me, okay?" He practically begged, resting Bil 
against the counter as he sprinted out and reached for the phone, trying to dial the emergency number as 
quickly as he could. 

The operator picked up. 


"U, state your emergency." 


"U-Uh, yes! Thank you! l-l -- There's been -- There's been an overdose, at my apartment -- M-My friend. 


Cocaine. Overdosel" 


He tried to form the words in his mouth but he just couldn't, slipping back and forth from English to Russian, 
and his whole voice trembled and shook - something uncommon, or at least unusual for the rather held 


together male. 


The operator seemed to sigh in exasperation, and after asking and receiving the address the overdose occurred 


at, he offered a sarcastic and bored; 
"Well be there soon" 
Before hanging up. 


So Andrew waited, and waited, for the paramedics to arrive, and when they did, they walked straight into the 
bathroom, and curled their lips in disgust at the two. 


“Another one." One of the paramedics complained, and Andrew was left in shock at how much they treated Bil 


like he was.. Trash. 


They certainly took their time, seemingly not even worried about the fact that Bill could die, but they took him 
to hospital, and he was handled as if he had been poisoned. He had gone unconscious at the point, and was put 
on a ventilation unit, and after staying with him for a while, Andrew decided he needed to get Vienna and Casey 
too. They were Bill's band members after all, and they had a right to know what was going on 


He just -- He didn't want to leave Bill.. 
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So now, he stood in front of Vienna as she panicked and cried, with Lars and Kirk holding her close to them in a 


huddle of sorts, watching helplessly. 

"Vi, he's in hospital. He's going to be okay.. | think" Andrew mumbled, but obviously Vienna didn't believe him. 
"He's not going to be okay AndylHe's not! Don't lie to mel I'm not a fucking little girl!" She yelled, and Andrew 
worked to her, pulling all three of them in for a big embrace, her, Kirk and Lars, just trying to comfort the 


poor thing. 


"Did you want us to come with you Vi?" Lars mumbled quietly, with Kirk pressing his forehead against the 
back of the blonde's neck, trying to offer support for the crying girl. 


"| don't know how many people we can have." 


Its Metallica and Toxin, we can always just bribe the staff" Andrew laughed, trying to make light of situation, 


for his own peace of mind, as well as for Vienna's. 


Vienna swallowed thickly, following Andrew out of the door as he began walking, Lars and Kirk shortly behind, 
and soon, they were at the hospital with Casey, staring at Bill as he lay in bed in the ER. 


"Bill." Vienna tried to murmur, her voice coming out as more of a squeak than anything, from the stress of 


the situation. 


Casey took her away from Lars and Kirk as they stood, outside the door, and he rubbed the girl's back, giving 


her a tender kiss on the nape of her neck. 


Despite all his efforts to try and get with Vi, he wasn't that bad a guy, he just.. He just wanted to be there 


for her, anyway he could. He truly cared for her, and anyone could see that. It just couldn't work for her. 
She saw him too much as her best friend, just like with Bucky. 


Lars watched the two as they reentered the room, Vienna's blue eyes connecting with his green for a moment 


before they locked onto Bill's bed 


The three Toxin band members stood by the bassist's bed, all watching him as he breathed in and out slowly 
with the help of the ventilator. 


Alive, but just barely. 


